Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 






J /^3r. ^2, 



r 



IS IT TRi/K? 



TALES, CURj'UJS .:'/,' It'-') 






I /• 



1 I' 



.v:--i •]. , oj- 



.'{-{ J 









H .X K f»/.R 



N L W V .> R K : 

b K' O i. H F. R S, 1' T' }) 1. 1 S H !•' K >. 



.•: A N :< I I V s <» '. A K fc. 










Mi 


r-\.yi^ 


if 





^ 






r 



'•\ 



- 'T 









. ■■•' '. . 



.^ '■ 



,■-«■' '• 



- ■' ?t \ 



/// 



IS IT TRUE? 



TALES, CURIOUS AND WONDERFUL, 



COLLECTED BY THE 



AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 




,<v?,fc XT'"-- 









•w 



. 'h 



NEW YORK: 
HARPER & BRO-BHERS, PUBLISHERS, 

FRANKLIN SQUARE. 
1872. 






HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 

FROM THE 

STURGIS LIBRARY, BARNSTABLE 

JULY 12, 1928 



PREFACE, 

IS IT TRUE?" — a question children are 
sure to ask about any curious or wonder- 
ful story ; and they may well ask it of some 
of these tales. 

I can only answer, that many people must 
have believed them to "be true, since each is 
founded on a tradition current in the place 
where it is supposed to have happened. Prob- 
ably at the root of all lies a grain of truth, 
that in course of years has grown up and .blos- 
somed into these extraordinary fictions, which 
of course nobody can be expected to believe. 
But they are generally amusing, and some* 
times pathetic. Besides, there is a clear thread 
of right and wrong running through them, as 
it does through most legends which deal with 
the supernatural world. There (as here, soon 
or late) virtue is always rewarded and vice 
punished. 

The mills of God grind slowly, but they grind exceeding 

small; 
Though with patience He stands waiting, with exactness 

grinds He all. 



iy PREPACK 

It is this spirit which consecrates the true 
untruth, the wise foolishness, of fairy tales', and 
indeed of all imaginative literature. 

Nor, I think, will any sensible child mistake 
the vast difference between imagination and 
falsehood ; between the weaving of a mere ro- 
mance (" all pretense, all out of my own head, 
mamma," as a little girl sometimes says, whg 
tells me the most astonishing stories, but who 
never told an untruth in her life), and that de- 
liberate inventing or falsifying of facts which 
we stigmatize and abhor as Zym^. 

Therefore, I do not think any child will be 
the worse for reading these tales. They have 
been collected out of the folk-lore of various 
countries, and written, at my suggestion, by 
various hands. I have written none myself, 
but I have revised the whole; and with as 
much pleasure as if I were again a child, and 
believed in fairies as earnestly as I once did, 
and as the little person before named does 
now. But it is oHly with her imagination; 
not, to use her own phrase, "really and truly." 
She quite understands the difference ; and nev- 
er expects to meet a fairy in every-day life, 
though I dare say she would like it very much 
— and so would many of jny readers — and so 

should L 

The Editob. 
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IS IT TRUE? 



THE STORY OF ELIDURE. 

LONG, long ago, on a sunny seat beneath a 
gray monastery wall, an old monk in the 
summer days used to sit, hour after hour, lean- 
ing upon his staff, and gazing before him with 
dim, dreamy eyes that seemed always to be 
looking far away beyond the hills for some- 
thing he could never find. The sunshine filled 
the little green Welsh valley round him ; the 
village children playing outside the monastery 
walls hushed their voices sometimes, and stole 
near with grave and curious faces to look at 
him through the iron gate; but Elidure scarce- 
ly noticed them. An old, old man, he sat alone 
dreaming over the story of his youth. For a 
strange and marvelous thing had happened to 
him then ; and, on the rare occasions when he 
could be persuaded to speak about it, this was 
the tale he told : 



^ 



8 IS IT TRUE? 

Many years before, when he was a boy, 
learning had not been a pleasant thing to him. 
Possibly because almost from the time when 
he had first come into the world his father had 
resolved to make a learned man of him, and as 
Soon as he was old enough to learn his letters 
had got some of the monks, in this same mon- 
astery* where he now lived, to train him and 
tutor him, and teach him Latin and Greek. 
The poor little lad, who was always wanting 
to be out playing in the fields, had been set to 
pore over his books morning, noon, and night, 
till he hated the work, and got so many thrash- 
ings for doing it badly, that at last he resolved 
he would not bear it any longer, but made up 
his mind to run away and seek his own fortune 
in the world. 

One day, accordingly, instead of going as 
usual to the monastery, when he had set out 
from home with his little bundle of books 
upon his back, he turned his face exactly the 
other way, and going as fast as he could for a 
few miles, he came to a cave hollowed out of a 
rock by the bank of a river, and having first 
sunk his bag of books in the water — for he 
hated them so that it quite comforted him to 
get rid of them in that way — he crept into 
this hollow place, resolving to hide himself in 
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it till his father and mother should give him 
up for lost. He was only twelve years old, so 
that, naturally, he was not as yet very wise. I 
dare say he thought that he could live for a 
good while upon blackberries; and probably 
he looked forward to being able to lead a very 
happy life presently, rambling about upon the 
hills, with nobody to speak crossly to Mm, or 
whip him, or send him to his crabbed Latin 
books. 

However, before much more than a very 
few hours had passed, he began to find that 
blackberries, even when you can have as many 
of them as you want, are very unsubstantial 
food; and that it is rather a dull thing for a 
little lad to have nobody to talk to, and no- 
body to say a word to him. Indeed, to tell 
the truth, h^ found it very cheerless to be 
hungry and solitary ; nor did he like it a bit 
the better ^hen night came. Then, having, of 
course, no bed-clothes, he got so cold that he 
was hardly able to go to sleep. Yet he had 
some spirit; and so, since he had run away, 
he resolved, however disagreeable it was, that 
he would not go home again, but would make 
the best of it. "In a day or two they will 
have given up looking for me," he thought 
• to himself, " and then I shall be able to steal 
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away, and I dare say I shall soon find some- 
thing else to eat besides blackberries, and some 
little boys who will like to play with me, and I 
shall be as happy as the days are long." 

So he comforted himself, and kept up his 
courage with these reflections as well as he 
could ; and when the first night was gone and 
the morning had come again, he tried hard 
to forget how hungry he was, and began to 
do his utmost to amuse himself by watching 
the spiders near him spinning their webs, and 
a little colony of ants storing up food in their 
ant-house for the coming winter, and the bees 
going to and fro getting their honey from the 
flowers. But though he tried to amuse himself 
'with these things, yet every minute he was get- 
ting more and more hungry ; and when midday 
had come, and he had eaten up all the black- 
berries that grew near the little cave's mouth, 
and when the long afternoon hours began to 
steal slowly on, and he thought of the dark, 
cold, weary night that would presently return 
again, his spirit sank so low that, if a very cu- 
rious thing had not suddenly happened to 
him, I almost think in a little more time he 
would have taken to his heels and run home 
again* But a very curious thing did happen. 

Suddenly, as he was sitting, wearily enough 
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looking on the ground at those very little ants, 
who never ceased their work, to his amazefnent 
a clear small voice close to him all at once 
said, "Ahem!" and, lifting up his head, his 
eyes grew as round as saucers with astonish- 
ment, and his heart jumped into his mouth ; 
for what do you think he saw before him? 
At the entrance to his cave were two little fig- 
ures standing, the like of which he had never 
beheld in all his life before. They were a pair- 
of little men, not more than a foot high, dressed 
in the neatest and most dapper way, with crim- 
son cloaks, and pointed hats, and white silk 
stockings gartered at the knee. They had 
most grave and serious faces, too, and they 
came forward, bowing their little peaked heads 
so solemnly that, if he had been only a degree 
less frightened, Elidure would hardly have 
been able to keep from laughing. As it was, 
however, he was rather too much terrified to 
laugh, afid so he only scrambled to his feet, 
and stood holding his breath till one of the 
two little men began to speak. It was the 
elder who spoke first, in a grave, gentle 
voice. 

" Elidure, we have come here in search of 
you. You are hungry ; we will give yon food.. 
You have left your home ; come with us, and 



/ 
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you shall find another home that you will nev- 
er want to. leave." 

" Our country is near at hand," said the oth- 
er little man, " and it is a land full of delight. 
We have every thing that is beautiful there, 
and no sin or sorrow. Come with us, and we 
wiH lead you to it." 

^ When Elidure heard these civil speeches he 
took heart again, and almost laughed. 
• " I certainly am most terribly hungry," said 
he. 

" Come, then, where food is awaiting you," 
said the first little man. 

" Well, staying here much longer would be 
almost as bad as learning Latin." 

" Nobody learns Latin in our country," an- 
swered the second little man. 

The moment Elidure heard this, he felt that 
he could resist the little men's invitation no 
longer. 

"What — nobody learns Latin? T?hen I 
certainly will come with you. And I should 
like to come at once, for I am getting so hun- 
gry that I hardly know what to do." 

No sooner had he made this answer than 
the two pigmies bowed again with great so- 
lemnity, and appearing highly satisfied, reached 
up their, tiny hands, which were just able to 



THE STORY OF ELIDURE, 13 

touch the points of his fingers, and, placing 
themselves one on either side of him, led him 
out of his hiding-place and into a curious sub- 
terranean way which opened suddenly before 
them, Elidure could not tell how. It was a 
long passage, that looked as if it was cut 
threugh a great rock. The light grew dim as 
they went through it, yet they could always 
see the way before therii, and presently a sort? 
of soft, cloudy brightness came again. Then, 
all at once, the narrow passage widened, and 
Elidure saw stretched out before him a strange, 
fair land, all beautiful with hills, and streams, 
and sweet green summer trees, yet all in mini- 
ature, like a landscape painted in a picture. 

" Is this your country ?" said Elidure, and 
looked about him for a minute, then burst out 
laughing. There was an apple-tree beside 
him, and the apples growing on it were no big- 
ger than green peas. He gathered a dozen of 
them (for, you see, he was so very hungry), and 

■ put them in his mouth together. " They taste 
very good, but how will you ever get enough 

.^ of them or of any thing else to feed me with ?" 
said Elidure, laughing still. 

"Trust to us — we will find food for you," 
answered the little men. 

They still walked beside Elidure, one on ei- 



14 IB IT TMUEi 

ther side of him ; but, in a very few minutes 
after they had emerged from the subterranean 
way, whole troops of other little men began to 
gather round them, and women smaller even 
than the men, and children tinie'r than either. 
From all directions they came hurrying on, all 
neatly dressed in pretty colored clothes, with 
long fair hair, and all talking eagerly with 
shrill, sweet voicea They spoke a language 
that Elidure had never heard before, and yet, 
in some strange way, he seemed to understand 
them as if they had been talking in his native 
Welsh, and even more than this, for presently 
— though how it came about he had not after- 
ward the least idea — he found himself too 
speaking this unknown tongue quite glibly, as 
though he had been accustomed to it all his 
life. 

For a little while he and this crowd of tiny 
people with him walked on together, the two 
little men on either side of him conducting 
him with the greatest courtesy, and most civ- 
illy answering every question that he put to 
them about the curious new things he saw; 
for as they advanced they passed by many 
things that were wholly sti:ange to him — 
houses and temples built jn a fashion that he 
had never seen before, trees such as did not 
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grow in the upper world, flowers of curious 
form and color. 

At last they canoe to a gorgeous and ex- 
tensive building, which they told him was the 
palace of the king ; and when they approach- 
ed near to it, 

" We will enter here, and present you to 
his majesty," gravely said one of the little 
men. 

" Very good — only how in the world am I 
to get in?" asked Elidure; and indeed he 
might very well put this question, for the pal- 
ace was exactly like a very fine doll's house ; 
and unless Elidure had got into it crawling 
on his hands and knees (which would have 
been a very undignified way of making his 
entrance), it was hard to say how he was to 
reach the interior of it. The difficulty, how- 
ever, seemed to be one that till this moment 
had not struck either of the pigmies, for at 
Elidure's question they appeared to be taken 
quite aback. 

"H'mJ" exclaimed both the little men, and 
they suddenly stood still, and fell to stroking 
their beards, and thinking deeply. 

^* His majesty migfeti perhaps grant you an 
audience out-of^doors,^ -said the first little man, 
dubiously, after a few ndoments' consideration. 

2" 
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" He'll have to do that; or not to have it at 
all, I think," answered Elidure, bluntly ; and, 
though this was not a very courtly speech, 
yet there was so much common sense in it 
that, without more ado, one of the little men 
went off and stated the perplexity that they 
were in to the king, and in five minutes more 
his majesty — who was apparently a very rea- 
sonable monareh— and all his lords in waiting 
were assembled round Elidure in the palace 
court-yard. 

It was a very pretty sight, if Elidure had 
not been too hungry to care much about it, 
for the king was very handsome, and a full 
two inches taller than any of his subjects, and 
he, as well as all his courtiers, were most gor- 
geously dressed in blue and crimson and cloth 
of gold ; but, in truth, poor Elidure was get- 
ting every moment more and more faint with 
hunger, and would rather just now have seen 
a loaf of good white bread before him than 
the most beautiful dresses or diamonds in the 
world. "So when the king began to talk to 
him, as he very soon did in the most affable 
way, after he had first of all given him his 
hand to kiss, and graciously assured him of 
his protection, and introduced his son Prince 
Phos to him, and his daughter, Princess Zoa — . 
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when, after all this, the king proceeded to in- 
vite him to take a seat upon the ground (civ- 
illy regretting that no chair in his dominions 
was of sufficient size and strength to hold 
him), and deliberately began a conversation 
with him about the upper world, then poor 
Elidure could bear it no longer. Unable to 
foresee how long the king might like to go oh 
talking, he suddenly blurted out, 

" If you please, your majesty, I've had no 
food since yesterday." 

"Dear me!" exclaimed the king instantly, 
in a tone of great concern, " no food since yes- 
terday I You must be very hungry, then." 

" I am very hungry," answered Elidure. 

" I should like to see you eat," said the 
king. 

"Any body who likes may see me eat, if I 
only saw something that could be eaten." 

" Bring some food instantly," said the king 
to some of his attendants, " and as speedily as 
possible let a sheep be roasted." 

Upon this half a dozen of the attendants 
hurried away, and in a very few minutes they 
had spread a table in the court-yard, and set 
upon it all the food that was in the palace 
larder. There was a nice little leg of mutton 
about three inches long, and a ham of much 
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the same size, and a sirloin of beef that had 
just been cut an hour ago for the king's lunch- 
eon. Elidure had scarcely been eating for ten 
minutes before all these different viands had 
wholly disappeared. 

" Prodigious !" exclaimed the king, who was 
sitting staring at him with all his might 
"Prodigious!" echoed all the courtiers; and 
you could even hear the crowd in the distance 
that was gathered outside the court-yard mur- 
muring, " Prodigious I" For, indeed, to these 
little people, it was of course a most amazing 
sight to see sirloins of beef and legs of mutton 
vanishing, one after another, down Elidure's 
throat without his appetite appearing to be at 
all diminished by them. In fact, he not only 
cleared off all the cold meat before him, but, 
when it appeared, he ate so much of the roast 
sheep too, that by the time he rose up from 
table he left little but the bones behind him. 
"Most amazing! most prodigious!" said his 
majesty again, lifting up his two tiny hands ; 
for Elidure did really at last seem to have 
reached the completion of his meal. 

While he had been eating, little Zoa had 
crept up to his side, and had stood for a time 
beside him as he sat upon the ground, looking 
at him with her soft blue eyes. She was a 
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very tiny creature, for she was only a child, 
and Elidure, as he glanced at her, sometimes a 
little shyly, thought she was the prettiest little 
thing that he had ever seen in his life. Once 
or twice while he was having his dinner she 
put out her little fairy hand and touched him, 
and then smiled when he looked round. 

"You are very big. Are all the men so 
big in your country ?" she said, wonderingly, to 
him once. 

Elidure began to laugh when she asked him 
this. 

" Why, I am only a boy," said Elidure ; 
" our men are twice as big as I am." 

"Twice as bigl Oh dear I And do they 
eat twice as much too ?" asked Zoa then ; and 
upon that Elidure blushed,* and tried to ex- 
plain, rather shamefacedly, how he was more 
than usually hungry to-day, but that he hoped 
at his next meal to astonish Zoa a little less. 
The child smiled again when he made this an- 
swer to her. 

" I hope you have had enough now. Don't 
stop unless you have had quite enough," she 
said, in her tiny, gracious voica 

There was a soft warm air throughout the 
place, and over every thing a sort of veiled 
calm light, paler and cooler than sunlight 
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"Does the sun not shine here?" Elidure 
asked one of the courtiers after his meal was 
ended, and the courtier shook his head with 
a little shudder. 

"The sunshine would scorch us up— we 
could not bear it," he replied. " No, there is 
no sunshine here. These soft clouds are al- 
ways in the sky. If we had to live as you 
live in the upper world, we should wither and 
fade away." 

After his dinner was ended, some of the 
courtiers had begun to talk to Elidure; and 
they talked to him for a long time, and car- 
ried him away with them, and showed him 
many things that were new and stranga The 
king's son came with them too. He was older 
than Zoa, and tall and handsome like his fa- 
ther, and he was very courteous to Elidure, 
and asked him many questions about his for- 
mer life ; but Elidure liked Zoa best, and when 
his walk with Prince Phos was ended, and 
tiiey came back to the king's palace, his face 
brightened when he saw little Zoa sitting at 
one of the windows looking out The child 
was glad too, for she clapped her hands at 
sight of Elidure, and laughed as he looked 
up. % 

" I should like to come and play with you. 
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May I come down and play with you?" she 
called to him, in her shrill little musical voice. 

Even already a strange feeling of content 
and peace had begun to steal into Elidure's 
heart. All things were strange to him here, 
and yet he felt no fear of them ; before more 
than a day or two had passed, it almost seemed 
to him as if he had known these friendly lit- 
tle people, with their gentle faces and gentle 
voices, all his life. He found out quickly that 
the country to which he had come was one 
indeed, as they had told him, where life was a 
pure delight, for in all the land there seemed 
to be no trouble nor sorrow ; no man fought 
with his fellow-man, nor strove to rise above 
the rest, nor stole, nor lied, nor treated others 
cruelly. 

"In the uppisr world you struggle with one 
another, you cheat and murder, you trample 
the weak ones under foot," some of the pig- 
mies would often say to him. "We visit your 
world sometimes, and we know all thia You 
are like children and fools. You know no 
content, and no peace nor rest We are hap- 
py because we seek for nothing. We neither 
struggle nor toil; we know neither jealousy 
nor ambition, nor the love of riches, nor the 
desire of fame." 
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Sometimes when they spoke to him thus 
Elidure would try to say, "Nay, but we are 
happy too;" but generally he would only hang 
his head, for in truth it often seemed to him 
that in many things the pigmies were wiser 
than the men and women he had left 

"We are going to build a house for you," 
they told him the day after he came among 
them, and that very day a whole multitude of 
them began the work. Elidure would have 
helped them, but they rejected his offer of 
assistance with some scorn. "What do you 
know about building?" they said to him; and 
indeed he had to confess that his knowledge 
of that art was very small, and that they with 
their tiny hands could do most things much 
more dexterously than he. 

So, without any aid from him, and in an 
amazingly short time, they constructed such a 
gigantic edifice that Elidure could really step 
in at the door of it without stooping his head, 
and lie down inside it at full length. They 
laughed with satisfaction and delight when this 
great business was accomplished, and never 
got tired afterward of coming to visit him in 
his own house. It was such a pleasure to 
them that scores of them used to come togeth- 
er; the king himself came almost every day; 
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even Prince Phos came — though between 
Prince Phos and Elidure there was a little 
stiffness that did not wear off for a good while 
— ^and indeed, if he had chosen, he might have 
done nothing but sit still and hold a levee of 
pigmies from morning to night, and almost 
from night to morning again. They were all 
the kindliest little people too. Though a great 
monster like Elidure was unquestionably rath- 
er a formidable guest, you would have thought 
they thought it the most delightful thing in the 
world to have him in their country, and to en- 
joy the privilege of entertaining him, and pro- 
viding the large quantity of food which he re- 
quired. At first it was a little trying to Eli- 
dure to find that he was always expected to 
take his meals in public, with at least some 
hundreds of the curious little elves looking on ; 
but after a time — especially when he saw how 
very much they enjoyed the sight — he got 
quite accustomed to their company, and only 
laughed when some of the most inquisitive 
among them would even come quite close to 
him, and perch upon his shoulder, or jog his 
elbow, or sit down in a circle round his plate. 
Perhaps, indeed, he felt, when they were all so 
kind to him, that it was the' least he could do 
to afford them some little amusement in return. 



24 IS IT TBUEf 

" I am sure I don't know what makes you all 
so good to me," he would often say to them, 
feeling at moments quite honestly (for he was 
a simple, modest sort of lad) that he was really 
unworthy to be the object of such universal 
regard. Worthy or unworthy, however, the 
elves took an endless pleasure in him ; and he 
had but to show himself to them, or to do such 
simple things as walk, or run, or dimb a tree, 
or leap across a river, to make them clap their 
tiny hands, and laugh with pure delight 

Though all the pigmies, from the king down- 
ward, were very kind to Elidure, and Elidure, 
in return, liked them all, yet he had only one 
special friend — the king's daughter, little Zoa. 
From the very first, Zoa and he had taken to 
one another. " I should like to come and play 
with you," Zoa had said trustingly to him the 
first day that he arrived, and, on every day af- 
ter, he and she had played together, and spent 
long hours in one another's company over 
their quiet games. For Elidure was very gen- 
tle, and, big as he was, the child liked to have 
him for her playfellow. She was so little that 
he could almost have taken her and crushed 
her in his hand; but yet he was so tender 
over her that when she was with him she nev- 
er had a moment's fear. They used to have 
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all kinds of games together. He would lie 
down on the grass in the king's gardens, where 
they played the oftenest, and let her walk all 
over him, helping her little steps to mount the 
hills and descend the valleys, laughing at her 
stumbles, and picking her up after every fall, 
and lifting her high in the air, till she shouted 
aloud with pleasure. 

Then he would carry her often by the hour 
together, holding her at limes upon his shoul- 
der, at times nestled in his arms, she chattering 
away to him always, sometimes gayly, some- 
times seriously, telling him curious little 'wise 
elfin stories, or talking baby nonsense to him ; 
and she would teach him games of which he 
had never heard before, and sing soft, sweet lit- 
tle songs to him, and play dexterous tricks 
with golden balls that she toased into the air. 
" You care for gold up there in your foolish 
world," she said to him once. " We only care 
for it here to play with it — so." And then 
she flung up the bright little balls above her 
head ; and sometimes when she threw them up 
she would catch them again as they fell, and 
sometimes would let them fall upon the ground 
and roll away. At first when they rolled away 
Elidure used to look for them and try to find 
them again for her, but she only laughed at 
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him when he did that. "Why should you 
gather them up? I have plenty more of 
them," she would always say. 

She used often to ask Elidure to tell stories 
to her, and would put hundreds of questions 
to him about the world that he bad left, and 
about his father and mother, and his little sis- 
ter whom they used to carry about in long 
clothes. Zoa was never tired of making in- 
quiries about this baby sister, but yet some- 
times when she talked of her she used to grow 
sad. "Some day you will want to go back 
and play with her. You will not care to play 
with me when your sister is old enough to run 
about and take your hand, and go out with 
you into the fields." 

"Nay, I shall always want to play with 
you," Elidure would answer. "You are so 
gentle and kind. I shall never want any oth- 
er playfellow than you." 

Then Zoa would brighten up again, and steal 
close to him, and stroke his hair and laugh, or 
lay her little cheek upon his hand. "I hope 
you will remain a boy for a long, long time. 
It is so nice to be a child, and to play the whole 
day long," she said to him once. 

And indeed to Elidure, too, it seemed very 
pleasant, in this peaceful new world, to play 
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the whole day long. How much sweeter it 
was than learning Latin, and being whipped 
when his lessons were ill said? He used to 
tell the history of all those old troubles of his 
to Zoa, till the child's eyes would flash and fill 
with tears in her indignation and sorrow for 
him. " If they beat you and were cruel to you, 
you won't want to go back again to your own 
world ?" she would sometimes wistfully say to 
him; and for a good while Elidure always an- 
swered readily, " No, I don't want to go back 
again* I am happier here a thousand times;" 
at which Zoa used to smile and look glad. 

But yet presently, even though he was so 
happy h^re, the boy's thoughts began to go 
back, with a vague sense of yearning, to some 
of the things in the life that he had left ; to 
the father who, though he had been a little 
strict, had still been kind to him ; to the moth- 
er who had loved him so well, and whom he 
had loved, 

" I wonder if they were very sorry when I 
went aw^y. I should so like to see them again, 
just for a little while," he said to Zoa once. 

The child looked very sad. 

" I could let you go, only if you went you 
would never come back again, and I should 
miss you so," she sorrowfully replied. 
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**Why do you think I would never come 
back again ? I would come back gladly." 

But sbe still only shook her head; and 
then, when he saw that he made her so un- 
happy, he said no more that day. 

From this time, however, the longing in- 
creased in him to return for a little while to 
his own home, and he began to ask her to get 
the king's consent to let him go, and contin- 
ued to beg her till she grew weaiy of refusing 
him. 

" I will speak to my father for you, then," 
she said sadly to him at last one day. "I 
wish you did not want to go, for only trouble 
will come of it ; but, if you can not' be con- 
tent, I will ask my father, and he will let you 

go." 

And then she told the king what Elidure 

wanted. His majesty was very angry at first, 

knitted his brows, and declared that he would 

not hear of it, and that if Elidure had come to 

elfin-land, in elfin-land he must be content to 

remain ; but after a while, when he had had 

his anger out, then Zoa began to coax him; 

and he was so fond of her, and she coaxed him 

so prettily, that she ended by getting her own 

way. The king — though he shrugged his 

shoulders, and said that he did not at all ap- 
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prove of it, finally consented to let Elidure go 
home to his father's house. 

V Only if he wants to come back again he 
must come back in a single day," said the 
king; "and take care that he takes nothing 
belonging to us away with him, nor tells our 
secrets to any body in the upper world," So 
then Zoa warned Elidure to do neither of 
these things, and told him how he must come 
again to her quickly, or she never should see 
him any more, and finally said "Good-bye" to 
him, with her eyes full of tears. 

" We have been so happy all this time, you 
should not have wanted to go away. When 
I am happy I never waiit any change to come, 
or any new thing," she said to him, and looked 
at him so sadly and reproachfully that he 
could have almost had it in his heart to say 
that he would stay with her, and would not go 
back to earth at all 

But yet to do this, after the king had given 
him leave to go, and the two little men who 
had first conducted him hither were waiting 
by his side to take him back again, would 
have been too foolish ; so he gulped down the 
feeling of remorse that had come to him, and 
comforting himself with the thought of how 
very soon he should come back again find 
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play once more with Zoa, he told the two pig- 
mies that he was ready, and they all set out 
upon their way. 

The little men led him back by the same se- 
cret passage' through which they had brought 
him, and in a very short space of time he 
found himself once more in the upper world. 
With a curious feeling he rubbed his eyes as 
he emerged into the clear full sunlight. How 
terribly bright it shone 1 How large every 
thing was I How familiar, and yet how 
strange, the whole place looked I Far away 
he could see one of the turrets of the monas- 
tery above the trees ; nearer to him there was 
a curling line of smoke rising from his own 
home. 

" I will run on and see my mother, and be 
back to you soon," he said to the little men. 
"Will you wait for me? Will you come 
back again if I call ?" 

"You will find us here," they answered, 
"after sunrise to-morrow morning. Take 
your departure now, and return true to your 
time." 

So then Elidure, with his heart beating fast, 
set his face homeward, and took his way over 
the hills he knew so well. 

He did not know how long he had been 
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Away, but mouths at least must have elapsed. 
For it was no longer autumn, with ripe fruits 
on the trees, but the young leaves of spring 
were bright and golden in the sunshine. Had 
all the winter passed over his head in that 
sweet, quiet land where the seasons made no 
change? He went on fast — he almost ran. 
It was evening; and about this hour, he 
thought, his mother used to sit beside his sis- 
ter's little bed, and sing to her till her eyes 
closed. As he approached the house, did he 
not now, indeed, hear a sound of singing? 
He stood still and listened, and something rose 
up into his throat as he caught the tones of 
the familiar voice. His mother was singingj 
but the song had a sad sound ; it ceased once, 
as if she was sighing while she sang. He stole 
unnoticed into the house, and crept softly up 
the stairs, and pushed aside the curtain that 
hung across the door-way of his sister's little 
room, and then all at once the boy burst into 
a kind of sob, and remembered nothing more 
till he found his arms clasped about his moth- 
er's neck. 

You may imagine how much they had to 
say to one another, and how they talked ail 
through the livelong night, sitting hand in 

hand, with no others near them, for Elidure's 

3 
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father was a soldier, and was away from home ; 
and in the house, except his mother and his 
baby sister, there were only two or three maids 
and serving-men, and an old nurse who had 
nursed Elidure when he was a ^little child. 
All night they sat and talked, and the poor 
mother told her boy how they had thought 
that he had drowned himself in the river, and 
how his father and she had mourned for him, 
and what she had sufifered through all the 
dreary winter months. " For I knew that you 
had been unhappy, ray dear," she said to him, 
"and every stripe that they had given you 
seemed to have got burned into my heart. 
But, now that you have come back, they shall 
not beat you any more. Nobody shall ever 
be harsh or unkind to you again, my child, nor 
shall you ever go back to the monks unless 
you like." 

Elidure hung his head, and for a little while 
had not the heart to tell her that he must re- 
turn again to elfin-land. But he was forced to 
confess this presently, and to withstand as well 
as he could all her reproaches and tears. 

" I must go, for I have promised ; but I will 
try to come again," Elidure said. "K I do 
not break my word, I think they will let me 
come again, dear mother. And I am very 
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happy — ^they are all so good to me." And 
then he told his mother all about the life he 
led, and how little Zoa loved to have him for 
her playfellow. 

It was % sad, and yet a sweet, long talk. 
" You must tell nobody that I have come back, 
lest they should try to keep me," Elidure said, 
and so his mother promised that she would tell 
no one; and all the night they talked, and then, 
when morning came, he rose up to leave her. 

"The little men will be waiting for me, 
mother," he said. " I must not keep them, or 
they will be angry, and never let me come 
again ;" and he kissed her, and left her weep- 
ing, and went away. . 

But he, though he wept too at parting from 
her, ran fast away across the hills ; and when 
he saw the little men again his heart leaped up 
with joy, and he laughed as he greeted them ; 
and as they went through the sulrterranean way 
once more, it was as if at once he forgot his 
mother and all that he had left behind him ; 
and every thing he seemed to care for was the 
sweet, placid land that he was returning to, and 
little Zoa, with her gentle face. 

"Ah, you have come back ! You are good. 
I will trust you now," Zoa said to him as they 
met again, and joyfully clapped her hands. 
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After this time Elidure was allowed occa- 
sionally, when he pleaded for it, to go back to 
the upper world for a few hours ; and present- 
ly, when the elves had become quite assured 
that he would not run. away frona^them, they 
even discovered the secret of the subterranean 
way to him, and trusted him to go and come 
by it alone. But, though he was thus enabled 
almost at his will to see his father and mother, 
it was curious with what joy he always return- 
ed from these visits, and how, as time went on, 
his heart clung closer and closer to the life of 
elfin-land. In the world above there seemed 
so many sorrows ; his mother's face looked oft- 
en sad and wan ; his fatherV talk was about 
wars and strifes ; even his little sister seemed 
to have her baby troubles, and wailed and sob- 
bed sometimes pitifully enough. But here 
.neither did men fight, nor did women and chil- 
• dren weep. The placid days followed one an- 
other undisturbed by turmoil or grief. There 
was no wild merriment in the land, yet no sor- 
row either; only a composed and sweet con- 
tentment, without break or change. For they 
never knew sickness here, nor death. 

" Yes, up there in your world you die ; that 
must be terrible," Zoa said one day to him, and 
shudderingly nestled close up to his side. "It 
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must be this that makes jou all so sad. How 
&n you care fot any thing, when Death can 
come to-day or to-morrow and take you all 
away ?" 

She asked him this, looking up to him with 
puzzled, solemn eyes. She used often to ask 
curious questions of Elidure, trying hard with 
her little elfin mind to understand the things 
he told her. " How can you be happy when 
you have to die ?" she said ; and then, on this 
day hesitating and shyly, Elidure tried for the 
first time to tell her how, for those whom Death 
took away, apart from their first world and 
beyond it, far away, there was another world 
where, if they had lived purely here, they 
should dwell and be happy for evermore. " For 
there is a great King there," Elidure said, " who 
reigns above all the earth, and loves us, and 
watches over us always, and when we die we 
go to Him, where He sits upon His great white 
throne; and there are angels singing forever 
before Him; such sweet songs, Zoa, sweeter 
even than those you sing ; sweeter than all the 
songs that were ever sung before, either on 
^arth or in elfin-land." 

" I should like to hear them," Zoa said. 

And then, after that day, the child never 
used to tire of asking him questions about 
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those angels, and the distant place they lived 
in, and what they did all day, and who the 
King was on His great white throne. And 
once she said to him, "Do you want to go 
there?" and laid her cheek upon his hand, 
and, for the first time he ever saw her do it, 
began to weep. " Some day, if you get tired 
of us, we shall not be able to make you stay ; 
we shall have to let you go away," she sadly 
said. 

But Elidure did not want to go away. It 
seemed to him that if he could live on as he 
was living now forever, he should care for 
nothing more or nothing better in all earth or 
all heaven. Was he not happy here the whole 
day long? His mother used to mourn over 
him, and hold him in her arms when he went 
to see her, and utter bitter reproaches against 
the elves who kept him from her; but when 
ste spoke harshjy of them the blood would 
rush hotly' into Elidure's face, for he loved 
the friendly little people who treated him so 
kindly. Gradually, as he lived with them, his 
heart got more and more weaned from the com- 
mon cares and interests of th^ upper world ; 
the love of riches, the love of fame, the strug- 
gle among men for place and power, as his fa- 
ther sometimes talked about before him — these 
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things seemed to him like childish follies; he 
would turn away weary from hearing of them. 
Why should men fight so, and wear out their 
lives, when they might gain the peace and rest 
of elfin-land ? 

" How you labor here for gold ! Why, with 
us in fairy-land we only make gold into play- 
things," he exclaimed once, with a pitying 
laugh. 

"Eh, but. they miist be fine playthings, 
then," his old nurse replied. "Wonderful fine 
playthings ; Fd like to see them." And after 
this the old woman was forever talking to him 
about the golden toys that Zoa had, and what 
a pity it was they could not get them here. 

She was a very old woman, who had lived 
in the household all her life; and Elidure 
loved her, and she loved him as if he had been 
her own child. He had always liked to be 
with her in former days, for she had a gift of 
story-telling, and ever since he could under- 
stand any thing he had been accustomed to sit 
upon the ground beside her, listening to her 
stories. She used to tell them to him yet, but 
he cared for them less now than he had done 
of old. He cared more now to talk to her of 
elfin-land, and about his companion Zoa, and 
how happily they spent the long calm days. 
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playing and talking, and never tiring of one 
another; and often he would tell her of the 
clever things that Zoa could do, and specially 
of how she could take those golden balls, and 
toss them up one after the other in the air, so 
that they rose and fell, and rose and fell again, 
like a little shower of golden stars. 

It was curious how much the old woman 
liked to hear of this trick. She would make 
Elidure tell her about it again and again, and 
describe the balls, and how they looked and 
shone. 

"And I wonder what should hinder you 
from bringing home a handful of them in your 
pocket some day, dearie?" she said, coaxingly, 
to him at last one afternoon. "You might 
just slip them in, and nobody would be the 
wiser, I should think." 

But Elidure flushed up hotly when she said 
this. 

" I couldn't bring any home. It would be 
stealing," he said. 

"And do you think Fd ask you to steal?" 
cried the old woman, indignantly. "Stealing, 
do you call it, to pick up a bit of something 
that nobody cares for! Why, if you filled 
your pockets here with pebbles and carried 
them off to Mistress Zoa, do you think we^d 
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call that stealing?" And she looked so hurt 
and angry that Elidure could only beg her 
pardon, and say quite humbly that of course 
he knew she was the most honest woman in 
the world ; but still the golden balls did not 
belong to him, and indeed he could not feel 
comfortable in taking them. 

The old woman said no more to him that 
day; but constantly afterward, whenever he 
returned home, she fell to talking to him again 
about the balls; and gradually she wearied 
him so, by coaxing him'lind begging him in- 
cessantly to bring some home to her, that at 
last, after a long time, he got wholly tired of 
refusing what she asked; and one day, at 
length, when he bade good-bye to her, he 
promised faithfully he would bring her some 
of the golden balls. 

That day, for the first time, he returned to 
elfin.-land with a curiously heavy heart He 
tried to persuade himself that he had done 
nothing that was wrong, and that there really 
could not be any harm, when the elves cared 
so little about gold, in giving away some of 
their little balls ; but yet, try as he would, he 
could not quiet his conscience, nor make him- 
self feel at 'ease when he came back within 
sight of little Zoa, and heard her call him in 
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her joyous voice, and saw her stretch out her 
welcoming arms. 

All that evening he played with her, but he 
was not happy in his play. 

"They have tired you up there. They 
have tired you, and I don't think you care for 
me," Zoa said gravely to him once. 

" I care for you more than for any thing in 
all the world," Elidure said. 

Nevertheless Zoa did not smile, but only 
looked at him sadly and shook her head. 

" They have vexed you and made you sad," 
she said. "Why do you not stay with us? 
We never vex you here. Will you stay now, 
and not go away again for a long, long time?" 

" Indeed I would stay gladly," he answered 
her, " but I must go once more very soon, be- 
cause I have promised." 

"If you have promised, you must go, sure- 
ly," she replied. "But after that «7ill you 
stay? Shall we play all day together then, 
and will you be content?" 

" Yes, I will be very content to stay with 
you," he answered. "I want nothing so much 
as that; I should like to stay just like this, 
without any change, forever." 

"That is good!" the child angered, and 
then gave a little laugh, and began to play 
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again, and Elidure, too, played with her ; but 
yet, though he played, he could not forget hid 
promise, nor be happy any more, because he 
had made it 

It troubled him so much that he thought, 
just to get it off his mind, that he would go 
the very next day and take his nurse the 
golden balls; and then he would not go home 
again for ever so long, but would stay quietly 
with Zoe, and not let himself be teased or 
tempted any mora " Not that what I am go- 
ing to do is really a wrong thing," Elidure 
said to himself — for, naturally, he was trying 
hard to persuade himself that it was not wrong 
— "only the elves are sometimes so particu- 
lar that it makes one uncomfortable ; and so if 
it is to be done at all, I had better do it quick- 
ly and get it over." And accordingly he re- 
solved that early in the morning he would 
put a dozen of the little golden balls into his 
pocket, and run straight home with them, and 
be back again almost before Zoa knew he had 
gone away. He would go so quickly, he 
thought; he could be back with Zoa almost 
as soon as she was ready to play. He went 
to sleep saying this to himself; and in the 
morning, as soon as ever it was light, he rose 
and went to the king's garden and picked up 
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a dozen of the golden balls, whicB, indeed, 
were lying about upon the grass very nearly 
as though they were as common as bits of peb- 
ble ; and putting them in his pocket, away he 
went as fast as his legs could go. 

He ran along the subterranean way faster 
and faster, and the farther he ran the louder 
did his heart beat. Somehow, after a time, it 
seemed to him, in some strange way, as if he 
"was running a race. He almost thought he 
heard footsteps behind him ; more than once 
he fancied he heard a shout ; and yet it could 
not be so, for once when he stopped and list- 
ened all was still, nor in the half-light could 
any one be seen. " It is only fancy-^there is 
no one there," he said to himself, and took 
breath a moment, and then ran on again. 
Perhaps it was the noise of the little balls jin- 
gling in his pockets ; perhaps it was some 
sound from the upper world that he had heard. . 

So he ran still on and on till he reached the 
farther end of the subterranean passage, and 
emerged into the full light of day ; and then 
on again, faster still, he went over the hills, 
through the meadows, with the grass all wet 
with dew — on, without pause, and with his 
heart beating now as if it would burst his 
breast. For, once more in the broad sunlight. 
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he had looked behind him, and now he had 
seen that the fear he had had all along was 
true ; the elves, with flying footsteps and 
threatening shouts, were pursuing him^over 
hill and dale. 

What should he do? Should he turn back? 
He thought, in his first terror and anguish, 
that he would throw himself* down at their 
feet, and confess that he had done wrong, and 
give them back their golden balls. For a mo- 
ment he paused ; but the next, his shame over- 
whelmed him, and he felt as if. he could not 
do it. Faster and faster he fled on. If he 
could but reach his father's door, and rush in 
and close it against them, surely he should be 
safe, he thought*. 

. On like the wind he went, and quicker and 
quicker followed the tiny footsteps after him. 
He turned his head once— 'the pigmies were 
but a stone's cast behind him ; a minute later, 
and they were not twenty paces off. One 
final effort now to reach the door! He ran 
with his last breath, and reached it ; but, as 
his feet touched the threshold, invisible arms 
seized him from behind like iron claws, and 
he fell prostrate. A mist came over his senses, 
his eyes closed; and when he came to him- 
self again, he was lying, weak, and faint, and 



4A IS IT TRUEf 

bruised, upon his mother's bed, with the two 
pockets that had held the golden balls empty, 
and turned inside out. 

Elj^ure turned his face to the wall, and 
wept for a long time with passionate and bit- 
ter tears. It was in vain that his mother tried 
to comfort him. " They will never let me go 
back to them;* they will never let me live 
with them any more," was all he said. Now, 
when it was too late, it seemed to him that he 
had been mad to do what he had done. Had 
he been under a spell, that he had acted so 
wickedly ? Was that old woman a witch, that 
she had tempted him to do this evil thing? 

For days the boy could hardly be got to 
lift his head, or eat or speak. His mother in 
her heart was glad, for she said to herself, 
" Now I shall have my child again ;" but Eli- 
dure's spirits seemed dead within him; he 
could nof return her caresses; he could not 
smile when his little sister laughed and sang. 
He wanted Zoa back, and the little elves who 
had been so friendly to him, and the land be- 
low, with its peaceful light, and the quiet life, 
where no sorrow came. 

After many days of suffering, though he 
said to himself, " If I go back, they will kill 
me in their anger," unable to rest, he stole 
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away one morning from his father's house, and 
took the way that led to the secret passage 
into the tinder world. But when he came to 
the well-known place he could not find the 
entrance, though he searched for it hour after 
hour. There was no opening anywhere, no 
sign of any elfin road. Desolate and broken- 
hearted, he flung himself down upon the 
ground, and lay there till night came. 

Day after day, and week after week, he 
came back, and, lying with his face upon the 
grass, cried to the friends he had offended to 
pardon him and take him back, aild to Zoa to 
let him come and play with her once more; 
but all in vain. There was no answer to his 
cries; no sign of the little men who had been 
once so kind to him : the closed entrance nev- 
er re-opened, and through all the years that he 
afterward lived on earth Elidure never saw 
the face of little Zoa again. 

He grew to be a man, and then lived on 
and on till he was very old. He became a 
monk in that monastery in the valley, and led 
a pious life, doing good to many people, and 
speeding much time in prayer. But through 
his. whole life it was always said there remain- 
ed a strange kind of cloud upon him, and he 
used to look as one who saw visions or spent 
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long days in dreams. Sometimes, to a few- 
people, he would tell the story of the years 
that he had passed in elfin-land; but as he 
grew old he became fonder of silence than of 
speech, and, when he was not telling his beads, 
loved best to sit on the sunny seat beneath the 
monastery wall, with his dim eyes fixed on the 
far-off hills. 

" My earthly delight came thence," he said 
once to one of the monks who had come and 
sat down beside him. And, after a little si- 
lence, " She must have been angry with me 
once, but I think she has forgiven me now. 
God has forgiven me too, I know. I have 
yearned for her, and have not found her ; but 
the end of life is near at last, and after this 
world there comes another, and God is great." 
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THE WITCH OF ARGOUGES. 

BEHIND the ramparts and battlements of 
the old chateau of Argouges there lived 
a good knight, who had fought in the Cru- 
sadea He was a member of a noble family, so 
noble that the knight would have thought he- 
had failed in the duty he owed to his dead an- 
cestors who slept under the pavement of the 
little church hard by, as well as to the children 
who might yet be born and live to bless him, 
if he had not gone to the Holy Land to fight 
for the recovery of the sepulchre of our Lord, 
He had, therefore, quitted his chateau and his 
farm lands, his servants and his beloved for- 
ests, leaving his vassals as well as his reve- 
nue in the hands of his .mother, the Lady of 
Argouges. 

She was a daughter of the house of Balleroy, 
and as great a lady as ever lived. Every morn- 
ing after the departure of her son she caused 
two wax tapers, each the weight of a man, to 
be lighted before the altar of the Holy Virgin. 
Her chaplain grew quite rich from the sale 
of so many pounds of wax ; for he was very 



48 IS IT TRUE9 

careful to put out the tapers as soon as the 
devotions of the lady were finished. Mean- 
while the poor serfe of the domain toiled and 
groaned in the fields, mercilessly oppressed by 
the steward. Poor man, in one sense he could 
not do otherwise; for had he not to provide 
for the equipment of the Lord of Argouges 
when he went to the Holy Land? Besides, 
there was the wax-merchant's bill to pay ev- 
ery month. *,* Our Blessed Lady ought to be 
weary of seeing so many tapers burned, when 
they are drawn from the blood of the poor," 
said the boldest of the peasants. But their 
more pious wives bade them hold their tongues. 
"Let us pray the Holy Virgin to send back 
our good knight, and then his mother will 
not need to burn any more tapers before the 
altar." 

Alas I the lady died before her son return- 
ed. For two years she had received no news 
of him, and had in vain interrogated all the 
pilgrims who passed the chateau, entertaining 
them hospitably and listening eagerly to their 
stories, true or false. But, in spite of all her 
questions, not one of them could tell her any 
thing of the lost knight's fate.. One pilgrim 
returning from Joppa without being able to 
reach Jerusalem, then in the hands of the 
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powerful Saladin, owned one day that he had 
heard of a brave and noble Norman, a prisoner 
in a dungeon not far from Joppa,who perhaps 
might be the Knight of Argouges. 

But the mother rose with indignation from 
the large carved-wood chair which she occu- 
pied within the spacious ingle or fire-place. 

" Denis D' Argouges is not a prisoner like a 
rat in a trap," said she. "Either he is still 
fighting against the infidel, or he is dead." 

The pilgrim retired in silence; but the 
lady's heart was broken. To suffer so much, 
and suffer ingloriously, without hearing wheth- 
er her son lived or died, was too much for her 
fortitude. One morning the impatient chap- 
lain observed that her prayers were greatly 
prolonged- the large tapera were half burned 
out, and the lady still knelt before them. He 
gently pushed the cushion on which she knelt 
with his foot, and she fell forward on the steps 
of the altar. Death had overtaken her while 
praying for her son. 

All the vassals came to see her lying in 
state, in the church, surrounded by the monks 
of the monastery which she had founded on 
her estate. 

"She is a saint in heaven," whispered they, 
making the sign of the cross ; " let us hope 
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she will pray for us as she prayed on earth for 
the good knight our lord." 

God had been merciful to the noble lady in 
taking her to her rest: her maternal pride and 
her haughty confidence had equally misled 
her. Her son, the Lord of Argouges, whose 
deeds she expected would equal the exploits 
of Tancred, or of Grodfrey of Bouillon, was a 
miserable captive in the castle of an Emir, 
without having fought at all. He was the 
prisoner of an infidel, and had, moreover, 
yielded to another temptation worse than cow- 
ardice — he was in love with an infidel lady. 
The daughter of the Erair, touched by pity for 
his sufferings, had fallen desperately in love 
with the Norman knight. Although she 
could not speak the French tongue, she, in 
spite of the women and the slaves who guard- 
ed her, succeeded in finding her way to the 
dungeon and in making the prisoner under- 
stand her. She entreated, she promised ; and 
the Christian, regardless of his baptism, al- 
lowed himself to be persuaded to fly — inglo- 
riously, ignominiously, as no good knight 
should. In a voice as sweet as the murmur 
of clear water over pebbles, the lady unfolded 
her projects and her hopes. " But," said she, 
in conclusion — and the Norman with astonish- 
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ment.saw her tremble in every limb — "when 
we are married, take care never to speak be- 
fore me of death^ or some great misfortune will 
befall ns." 

The knight did not comprehend all the 
lady's meaning ; but in the imprecations of the 
infidels on the battle-field he had often heard the 
word death; and as he saw the terror depicted 
on the face of the Emir's daughter, he pressed 
her in his arms and promised all she desired. 

The next day the lovers fled toward Joppa, 
borne by horses swifter than the wind. The 
heaps of gold which the princess carried with 
her did not impede their progress. They 
found it easy to obtain a ship returning to Eu- 
rope. Many pilgrims, tired of the vain results 
of the eflforts of the Christians to reach Jerusa- 
lem, wfere awaiting the return of Melek Eik, 
as the infidels called the English king, Bich- 
ard Cceur de Lion. Exaggerated hopes were 
founded on his courage and zeal. But while 
the brave king languished unknown in a Grer- 
man castle, the hopes of the Crusaders left in 
the Holy Land every day diminished ; Genoese 
and Venetian vessels quitted Joppa continually, 
bearing away sick and wounded knights and 
squires, who broke their vows that they might 
return to their own country. 
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Hidden on board the French knight's ship 
remained the infidel princess. No man had 
ever seen her without her veil, expept it might 
be when a puff of wind had blown the light 
tissue aside. The sailors then saw two great 
black eyes, shining so brilliantly that they 
crossed themselves, whispering, " The Lord of 
Argouges is taking home a fairy! She has 
bewitched him. May God keep us from 
harm !" 

But the favorable wind never ceased to blow 
for a single minute; the ship glided rapidly 
over the waves. If the sailors gave a thought 
to the enchantments of the lady, their terror 
was mingled with satisfaction. They had nev- 
er made so prosperous a voyage ; the coast of 
France was in sight already. 

Denis D' Argouges entertained no sitspicion 
regarding the mysterious nature of his wife's 
gifts. Every day he was more in love with 
her ; more enchanted with her beauty, wit, and 
graca He had taught her to speak Norman, 
and the lady now only employed the soft ac- 
cents of her native tongue to sing to her hus- 
band in the evening. * 

When he took her in his arms to lift her 
from her horse at the door of the old seigniorial 
castle, his eyes flashed with pride to think how 
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lovely she was. He withdrew the veil she still 
wore, saying, " In this country the women un- 
cover their faces, my beauty 1" and he watched 
with delight his dazzled vassals admiring the 
delicate shape, the refined features, and the 
sparkling eyes of the stranger he had brought 
home. 

The bride turned gracefully, and made a 
sign of welcome to all these peasants — a wel- 
come, however, in which there was mingled 
not a little fear. Then she took her husband's 
arm again, and they entered the castle. The 
vassals remained at the door, hoping the lady 
would reappear, but the steward presently 
came and dispersed them somewhat roughly. 
Two women alone of all the crowd lingered in 
the great court. One* of them was old Marie, 
who had carried the knight in her arms when 
he was a little baby, and been through his 
childhood his faithful nurse ; she was pale, and 
her hands trembled on her stick. Beside her 
stood a young girl, large, strong, and bold-look- 
ing, with flaxen hair and a resolute voica 
The old woman w^ silent, but the young one 
spoke: "Say to the lady," said she, "that I 
will come to-morrow to speak to her, as I know 
she wants a waiting-woman." 

The steward smiled scornfully. He had al- 
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ready destined his daughter, the pretty Alie- 
nor, for the post to which the big Manou as- 
pired ; bat the latter quietly repeated what she 
had said, and left the court-yard of the chateau 
with Marie, turning round, as she went, to look 
at the light of the large fires burning in the 
kitchen. But the old nurse wept, and devoutly 
told her beads. 

The steward had presumed too much on his 
position in the castle, and on the influence he 
formerly exercised over his master. When he 
presented himself with Alienor at the door of 
the lady's apartment, it was opened by big 
Manou. She did not smile as her adversary 
had done the day before, but a flash of triumph 
lighted up her pale blue eyes. The steward, 
vexed and confused, retired without making 
any inquiry, or even presenting his daughter 
to the Lady of Argouges. 

Alienor went away the next day to visit 
one of her aunts in the Convent of Bayeux, 
and Man^u remained sole mistress of the field, 
jealously watched by the steward, whom she 
had made her enemy the first hour she set foot 
in the castle. 

From that time no one ever saw the lady 
without immediately meeting the big Manou. 
The servants joked about this. continual com- 
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panionship between the mistress and maid, 
and wondered if the knight's wife preferred 
Manou's company even to her husband's. 

The Oriental princess spoke little, and her 
maid less, outside; but inquisitive people who 
listened at their door distinctly caught imperi- 
ous tones, clearly those of Manou, and retired 
surprised and puzzled, without daring to utter 
their conjectures. 

The lady and her maid were never separa- 
ted during, the day, and at night Manou slept 
in a room adjoining that of her mistresa But 
the connection between them seemed more 
like that of a prisoner and her jailer, than a 
rich and beautiful young lady and her poor, 
ignorant servant, who had no beauty at all. 

The steward tried in vain to penetrate this 
mystery. He had enough to do in trying to 
prevent another misfortune, the bare thought 
of which filled him with exceeding grief. 

The only one in the chateau who liked big 
Manou was his own son — the handsome, good, 
and intelligent young Yves, whom the father 
had destined to succeed him in his office, to 
the great comfort of the vassals of Argouges. 

" Yves is bewitched," said his father, mourn- 
fully. "Ay, just as much as our mistress is, 
only he loves this witch with yellow hair; and, 
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if I am not deceived, the Lady of Argouges 
both hates and fears her." 

Every day Manou left her captive mistress 
for a short time and glided into the garden, 
running like a hare between the rows of trees, 
without ever crushing her beautiful dress or 
soiling the dainty shoes she chose to wear, in 
imitation of her mistress. And every day, 
whatever the hour might be, she found the 
steward's son waiting for her. His father 
wanted to send him to a distance to stay with 
some relations; but Yves, usually very sub- 
missive, refused to go. "Father, I can not 
quit this place," was all he said, and neither 
entreaties nor anger could extract a word more 
from him. 

For a few days the steward had hoped that 
a new interest was about to distract his son 
from the enthrallment which attached him to 
the steps of the waiting-maid. 

The game-keeper of the forest came one day 
to the chateau, and related that a large dog, 
of an extraoiliinary shape and color, was every 
night chasing the stags, and had even attacked 
the wild boars, which it roused from their lairs, 
and made fly before it wild with terror. The 
keepers had pursued this creature for a week 
without catching it. It had several times pass- 
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ed in front of their ambuscades; but it ran so 
swiftly, and its movements were so unexpect- 
ed, that neither stick nor arrow had been able 
to reach it Still, such was its fierceness, that 
the wild deer were beginning to desert the for- 
est, and to go to the neighboring woods. 

The keeper's story aroused young Yves from 
the torpor in which he was always plunged, 
when not in the presence of his beloved one. 
He made an appointment with the keepers, 
and promised to meet them in the forest that 
same night. 

At midnight, by the light of the moon, when 
the watchers were in their hiding-place, the 
dog appeared pursuing a deer, which was fly- 
ing in terror. Other kind^^of game started out 
from their lairs mad with fear ; but the dog ran 
on, barking incessantly, not biting or attacking 
the timid creatures it was pursuing, but simply 
following— neither stopping nor turning round, 
and leaping over every obstacle. Presently 
it reached a glade where Yves and tke chief 
game-keeper lay in ambush. The two men 
bounded into the open space, bow in hand. 
For an instant the dog stopped, and looked at 
Yves with an expression of amazement. This 
pause sufficed. The forester drew his bow, 
and his arrow pierced the creature's shoulder. 
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With a long, almost human cry, it dropped^ 
and disappeared like a flash of lightning. 

Yves remained in his place, petrified with 
fear and astonishment. His trembling hands 
could no longer hold his bow; he staggered 
like a drunken man, and fell to the ground. 

With great difiiculty they took him back to 
the chateau. Proud as they were of having 
succeeded in wounding the detested dog, they 
were uneasy and alarmed at the sudden illness 
of the young man. " That wicked beast has 
cast an evil eye on him," said they. 

It was indeed true. Yves could not rest in 
his bed, so disturbed was he by foolish doubts 
and wild imaginations. When the mysterious 
dog looked at him,^e fancied in its great re- 
proachful eyes he recognized eyes that he 
loved. 

When day came and relieved him of these 
distressing fancies, he learned from the lady's 
servants that her maid was in bed — ill, they 
supposed, for no one had ever penetrated to 
her room — and she had sent her excuses to her 
mistress without opening her door. 

Two days Manou was absent, and, when she 
reappeared, was very pale. Yves met her in 
a corridor, and read reproach in her eyes, but 
she would not speak to him ; and she did not 
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come any more to the garden, where the stew- 
ard's son waited for her in vain. 

Meanwhile the affairs of the Lord of Argou- 
ges prospered in all directions; his land was 
covered with the richest crops ; in all his nu- 
merous flocks not a beast fell ill; several es- 
tates had come to him by inheritance, 

"Certainly the lady is good and pious, and 
draws on him Heaven's blessing," said the 
people round about "Yet she never comes 
to church, and says her prayers in her room. 
And some declare she is an infldel, and has 
nev6r been baptized." 

" That is impossible," replied the old women. 
"Our good Saint Michael has always blessed 
the lords of Argouges, and- would not let a son 
of the house marry an infidel." 

Besides, the lady's two sons, handsome and 
strong as their father, had both been taken to 
church from their birth. Their mother seemed 
very fond of them, but she did not nurse them 
herself, and she had often been seen weeping 
beside their cradle. 

After a time the mysterious dog again reap- 
peared in the forest. It was in the month of 
May ; the new leaves covered the trees with a 
rich verdure. The apple-trees were pink with 
blossoms when the Lord of Argouges an- 
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nounced his intention of going on. a pilgrimage 
to the convent founded by his mother, and of 
taking his two sons to pray at her tomb. 
Their own mother had been ill for several 
days, and their father had been heard to raise 
his voice angrily to his wife when alone with 
her in her room. 

She was to accompany the party half-way, 
and when the horses were led into the court 
the knight was still waiting for his wife. She 
appeared at length, so pale that she seemed 
scarcely able to support herself, but she refused 
the hand that Manou oflfered her, and 6ame 
down the rough stone stairs alone. The Lord 
of Argouges, who had chafed much at her de- 
lay, was already in his saddle. " By my Patron 
St. Denis," said he sharply to his wife, " such a 
lazy woman as you would be a good person to. 
send for Death I You would not fetch him in 
a hurry." 

While he yet spoke, the lady, uttering a fee- 
ble cry, fell down on the door-steps. Her serv- 
ants, hastening to raise her, recoiled in terror. 
There was nothing but her clothes — the gown, 
the embroidered mantle, the long veil. The 
lady herself had disappeared. 

"She warned me of this," murmured the 
knight, as he sprang from his horse. " She 
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was a witch," whispered the attendants. " Ev- 
ery body knows that witches can not bear to 
hear the word death.^ because they are con- 
demned to live forever, without the hope of 
salvation." 

All shrank away in horror, allowing the rich 
clothes to lie where they fell. Not the poor- 
est, not those most greedy of gain, would have 
thought of touching them. 

Manou had disappeared at the same time as 
her mistress. 

On that night the steward was himself in the 
forest with the hunters. The incoherent 'v^ords 
of his son, and a sort of prophetic instinct of 
his own, led him to connect his sorrows with 
the dog's nocturnal appearances in the wood. 
He had once been a great sportsman ; and his 
bow, which he had unhooked from the walls 
with a sigh, still bent under his strong hands. 
The forest resounded with mournful cries ; it 
seemed as if all the demons had joined with 
the mysterious dog to chase the timid game. 
Everywhere the frightened deer, the hares, the 
rabbits, even the wild boars, rushed out, strik- 
ing themselves against the trunks of the trees 
in their terrified flight. 

The steward had been some time waiting. 
When the dog at length appeared, more fu- 
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nous and eager for pursuit tban ever, an ar- 
row was shot from the faithful bow, and the 
dog fell. That instantr— oh strange mystery ! 
— not a dog, but a woman, fell to the ground, 
apparently in the agonies of death. It was 
Manou. She lay a moment at the feet of the 
steward, and then vanished — to be seen no 
more forever. 

People said that the two witches — mistress 
and maid, the latter being the more powerful 
of the two — had thus been punished together. 
But people said many untrue and cruel things 
then— as they do even now. The real truth 
nobody ever knew. 

Yves was cured of his love, but fell a prey 
to remorse for having loved a wicked woman. 
He entered a monastery. The children of the 
Lady of Argouges grew up without know- 
ing the name and history of their mother, and 
the only traces remaining of the enchantment 
which once surrounded the Chateau of Ar- 
gouges are to be seen in the gradual ruin 
which has, little by little, extinguished their 
once powerful family. The tradition of this 
witch-ancestress is, however, still preserved by 
the curious motto they bear on their arms — 
"1 la Faye." 
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FANCHOMICK'S FAIRY GIFTS. 

BAEBAIK was a rich old ^oman of Brit- 
tany. She had cows and sheep, fields to 
plough, and corn to thresh. But she was a 
miser ; and, because she was afraid of being 
robbed, would never have a servant of any 
kind to sleep under her roof. Every evening . 
the tired laborers who had been working for 
her went home to their cottages with their 
implements on their shoulders, and Barbaik 
remained alone in the house with her niece, 
Fanchomick. 

Poor Fanchomick had little rest Her aunt 
did not even allow her time to arrange her 
hair, and sew bows on her dress like other 
girls. After working-hours she was kept up 
till midnight churning the day's milk; and 
she hardly got any thing to eat, the thickest 
soup and the best wheaten pancakes being re- 
served for the laborers, whose food was given 
as part of their wages. The worst of every- 
thing suflBced for the orphan whom Barbaik 
had received into heir house against her will, 
and from fear lest the whole parish should rise 
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up against her if she allowed her own flesh 
and blood to be dependent on charity. Fan- 
chomick often wept as she milked her cows. 

" I wish I were dead !" said she. " I am 
sure my aunt must have been baptized with 
the water meajit for boys, for she has a beard 
like a man, and there is not so unkind a crea- 
ture on all the country side." 
• As time advanced, Barbaik did not grow 
less unkind, but more, and continued to make 
, Panchomick work beyond her strength. But 
after a while the poor girl no longer wept; 
she sometimes even sang at her work, and her 
step quickened when she returned from the 
fields with her pail on her head, though, alas I 
she often carried it so carelessly that the 
branches of the trees dipped into the milk ; for 
at the corner of the old kiln the laborer Steven 
was waiting for her. Fanchomick now found 
time to tie her hair with bright ribbons, but 
she hid them when she returned to the house ; 
for Barbaik would not have failed to inquire 
whence she got such adornments; and the 
poor girl would not have dared to say that 
Steven had brought her the rose-colored bow, 
the copper ring, and the silver cross, from the 
midsummer fair in the Pays de Vennes. 

Steven was strong and handsome, as well as 
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clever; not that he could read books, but he 
had been brought up by an old priest, who 
had told him the history of the creation of the 
world and of the coming of the Son of God on 
earth. From his cradle his mother had made 
him familiar with the legends of Brittany, and 
he repeated them to Fanchomick while they 
sat hidden behind the old wall. She loved 
also to hear him sing — 

'*The heart thoa gavest me, oh my love, 
I have taken so close to mine; 
That now I can not tell which it is, 
My heart, or thine.** 

But once, while Steven sang in a voice so 
low as to be audible only by his beloved, the 
hard tones of the old mistress were heard in 
the distance. 

"Idle Fanchomick! What are you doing 
in the meadow ? The lambs are at the door, 
and want to be taken to their mothers." 

And Fanchomick, trembling, took up her 
milk-pail and ran away, without daring to look 
behind her. ^ 

One morning sne was washing at the fount- 
ain. Her aunt had awakened her before sun- 
rise ; the rosy tints of dawn scarcely colored 
the clouds floating in the sky ; the grass was 
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Still wet with dew ; the little birds were asleep 
in their nests ; and Fanchomick sadly thought 
that at the accustomed hour Steven would 
wait for her behind the old wall in vain. The 
bundle of linen was so large that the young 
girl's arms ached before she had washed the 
half of it. " If there is little, she will do no 
more than that little; aqd if there is much, 
she will be obliged to do it," said the aunt, 
and had doubled the task. 

Suddenly, as Fanchomick, resting her tired 
hands a minute on the heavy beetle used for 
washing, raised her eyes and looked about, she 
saw before her an old woman, with a wallet 
on her shoulder, leaning on a stick. Her feet 
were wet with dew, her gray hair had escaped 
from her cap, and she seemed far too old 
and feeble to be thus wandering about alone. 
Fanchomick rose, dropping the sheet she had 
just washed. 

" Sit down, mother," said she, pushing her 
bundle of dry linen toward the old woman. 
" It does not seem right that those with gray 
hair and trembling steps ^^uld be out so 
early in the morning." 

"Alas I my daughter," said the beggar, drop- 
ping heavily on the improvised seat, " when 
one has neither child to support one, nor roof 
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to shelter one, one must trast in God and beg 
one's bread." 

Two little tears trembled on the eyelashes 
of the old woman, but did not fall. For those 
who have grown so old as to lose all natural 
ties, the fountain of tears is dried up, and they 
seldom weep. 

Fanchomick searched in her basket for a 
piece of black bread — ^all her aunt had given 
her — which she had rubbed over with bacon, 
that she might not need to return to the house 
to breakfast 

" Eat, mother," said she, offering the bread 
to the beggar. " I have no appetite this morn- 
ing. I am more disposed to cry than eat," 
added she, in a low tone, " for Steven is sure 
to be angry with me." 

The old woman looked at Fanchomick as 
she broke the bread. 

"''^Fasting is good for the body, and charity 
refreshes the soul," said she,in an under-tone; 
" but a young girl's tears do not flow for noth- 
ing. Why are you heavy-hearted, my child?" 

"I shall not see Steven to-day," sobbed 
Fanchomick. 

Barbaik was known for ten miles round, so 
that the beggar had no need to ask Fancho- 
mick why she was so overwhelmed with work 
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that she had not an instant to give to her lover. 
She took a large pin out of the body of her 
gown. 

" Here," said she, " when you put this pin 
into your neck-handkerchief, your aunt will 
suddenly be sel^d with a desire to count her 
cabbages in the garden, and you may talk at 
your ease to Steven without fearing that she 
will call you. She will only tire of counting 
when you take out the pin." 

Fanchomick's spirit rose : she sat thinking 
pleasant thoughts, till, waking up, she found 
that the old woman had eaten her bread and 
had slowly gone on her way. " Kind soul !" 
said the girl ; and immediately began to rub 
and beat with so much zeal that the heap of 
dirty linen lessened under her hands as if by 
magic. 

At noon, when the laborers were at table 
eating their black bread and haricot soup in 
silence, Barbaik, who from the far end of the 
table counted every piece of bread and every 
glass of cider they took, suddenly rose and 
went out by the back door of the farm-house. 

The men raised their eyes in astonishment; 
they were not accustomed to be left thus to 
themselves, free to eat as much as ever they 
liked. 
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"Is the mistress ill?" said tlie tailor. He 
was at the farm that day, mending clothes 
which were so very old that the fabric would 
not bear the needle. 

No one answered. T'he door opened soft- 
ly, and Fanchamick appeared tottering under 
her load. The heavy wet sheets were thrown 
across her neck and shoulders. She raised 
her head, and cast a rapid glance round the 
room. 

"Your aunt Is not here," said two or three 
of the men at the same time. " She went out 
just now into the garden as if the devil him- 
self had carried her off." 

Fanchomick reddened violently, and put 
her hand to her kerchief; the pin was there, 
hidden in the folds. She then hastily put 
down the linen and went out. 

Barbaik was counting her cabbages. She 
went from one bed to another, making her 
calculations over and over again, feeling the 
leaves and adjusting the stalks. There was 
no fear of her disturbing Fanchomick and 
Steven, who talked comfortably behind the 
brick-kiln for a good hour or more. 

Henceforth the lovers met morning, noon, 
and night, without dread of being surprised. 
The power of the pin was irresistible. But if 
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a secret spell dsew the old woman to the gar- 
den, the same magic worked diflferent ways. 
The young peasant was no longer drawn to 
Fanchomick by the same attraction as of old. 
Barbaik's niece was not particularly pretty or 
nicely dressed, and Steven had at first made 
love to her just to vex his mistress. The poor 
girl listened to his soft words affectionately; 
but when they ceased to be tender, when at 
length he grew almost silent or cross, she 
raised her sad eyes to him and sometimes 
wept, but never complained. After a little 
while Steven was no longer punctual at the 
place of meeting, and Fanchomick turned 
away her head when she passed the old wall 
in coming home fr«m work. Nobody was 
waiting for her now. 

One day the girl was again at the fountain. 
She fell on her knees at the edge of the water, 
and wept so bitterly that she did not hear the 
sound of steps. All at once a hand was laid on 
her shoulder, and the old beggar said in her ear, 

" Why do you cry, my child, when you are 
young and can see your lover ?'^ 

"For me to see him, he must come to see 
me," answered Fanchomick; "and to keep 
him when he is come, one must be as clever 
as he is." 
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The old woman smiled sadly. 

"Are not your blue eyes enough to keep 
him ?" said she, in a low tone. " Wait a mo- 
ment;" and she blew in the air, and a little 
white feather floated in an instant above the 
head of the young girl and rested on her hair, 
as if a bird had dropped it from its wing. 

" You will now have enough wit to please 
all the wise men in the world." 

Fanchomick shook her head gayly, while a 
new intelligence lighted up her eyes. 

"I only want to please one peasant lad," 
said she, softly. 

That evening, when Steven almost by 
chance appeared at the rendezvous, where 
Fanchomick never failed to come, he was in 
no hurry to go away. He had never in all 
his life been so much amused. 

"I had no idea a woman could be so clever," 
said he to himself when he returned home to 
his cottage and remembered the touching sto- 
ries, the quick-witted speeches, and the gay 
songs of Fanchomick. 

For some time the girl's happiness knew no 
bound& She had regained her lover, and was 
never tired of seeing in his eyes the admira- 
tion she awakened. Formerly it used to be 
she who stood astonished at his wit and knowl- 
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edge, now it was Steven's turn to be astonished 
at hera 

But time passed on; meeting succeeded 
meeting; and Steven began to arrive later 
and to go away sooner than formerly. Then 
he grew tired of being amused ; he regretted 
the time when he had all the talk to himself, 
and Fanchomick listened to him in mute de- 
light " It will be no easy matter to get one's 
self obeyed by such a clever wife," thought 
he J "she will always have the last word, and 
one can never be in the right with her." 

Then came another change. Fanchomick 
did not always take, the feather from her hair 
or the pin from her kerchief when she left 
Steven. While the aunt counted her cab- 
bages the niece entertained the laborers, the 
tailor, even the curd himself, with jokes, rep- 
artees, and conversation, so playful and so wit- 
ty, that she was the wonder of all the par- 
ish. 

" What herb has Fanchomick stepped on ?" 
said the young men, piqued at being beaten in 
brilliant talk. " Formerly she had not a word 
to throw to a dog, and now no one can ever 
have the last word when she is present." : 

In the mean time Steven had learned the 
road to the Coudiaces' farm, where the.prettyn* 



* 
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Lisette listened to him with downcast eyes, not 
exactly answering to his proposals, but certain- 
ly not rejecting them. 

Fanchomick wept in secret. Neither the 
feather in her hair nor the liberty the pin se- 
cured her, consoled her for Steven's coldnesa 

The leaves which were budding on the trees 
the first time the young girl saw the old wom- 
an at the fountain had faded under the August 
sun when the beggar-woman again appeared. 
This time it was not by the stream, but in the 
barn. Barbaik had been there the day before 
to see if every thing was ready for the har- 
vest, and, to her great disgust, had found that 
the stones were everywhere displaced, and the 
floor sorough that the roller would jolt over 
the inequalities of the ground, and that a new 
threshing-floor must be made.* • This was the 
last thing she wanted ; for though the neigh- 
bors would make the floor for her, and bring 
clay and water with them in their carts, yet she 
would have to provide food for all who came, 
besides broaching a cask of cider, and furnish- 
ing ribbons for the f^tes. The thought of all 
this outlay made Barbaik miserable. But how 
could she help it? 

* The inauguration of a new threshing-floor is the occasion 
of a great fdte in Brittany. 



74 18 IT TRXTEi 

"Go to the barn," said she to her niece. 
" Take a hammer with you, and try if you can 
not make the stones go in. I will not send a 
man, because he would only do his best to dis- 
place them, to make sure of the f§te/' 

Barbaik was in the habit of scolding Fancho- 
mick incessantly ; but nevertheless she trusted 
her. Poor old woman, she little knew how 
many times a day her niece sent her to count 
her cabbages, to the great delay of her work. 

Fanchomick, out of breath, was leaning on 
her heavy hammer. The feather was not in her 
hair, but her heart needed no supernatural light 
to make her aware that oftentimes Steven was 
quite as much repelled as attracted by her wit. 

" If the beggar had made me beautiful in- 
stead of clever, Steven never would have got 
tired of looking at me," said she. 

While she was speaking the old woman ap- 
peared before her, poorly clothed, and with her 
hair in disorder as usual. But Fanchomick 
now knew her magic power, and trembled be- 
fore her, not daring to oflFer her black bread. 
From the depths of the pocket of a ragged pet- 
ticoat the old woman drew a gold chain, worn 
with age and blackened with smoke, which she 
tnrew over the young girl's neck. " Be beau- 
tiful I" said she, and disappeared. 
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Fanchomick had purposely not put either 
the feather in her hair or the pin in her ker- 
chief till Steven was free to talk to her. But 
she could not wait an instant to make sure that 
she had now the gift of beauty. Leaving her 
hammer on the floor of the barn, she ran to 
the neighboring stream and bent over the clear 
water. 

It was truly herself — Fanchomick, and no 
one else — but her eyes were larger, without 
having lost any of their caressing sweetness ; 
her black eyelashes rested on cheeks that were 
rosy, without being red ; her turn-up nose had 
become more finely cut ; her teeth were much 
whiter than before, and her lips as red as two 
cherries. Her hair, which had escaped from 
her cap, lay in thick masses on her shoulders, 
soft and bright as silk. Fanchomick flushed 
with pleasure as she saw herself 5 but happy 
though she was while fastening up her hair, 
she put the feather in it, and sought for her 
pin ; for she felt that she must employ all the 
power she had to keep — perhaps, alas! to re- 
gain — Steven's heart. 

It was evening when she returned to the 
farm, and the men had gone home to their cot- 
tages. But Steven was not waiting at the old 
wall. He was hastening to the Coudiaces' 
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farm, where Lisette's father had invited him to 
supper. He felt more confident than usual of 
his welcome, for Barbaik had made up her 
mind, and had announced the new threshing- 
floor for the following Friday. 

Lisette's pretty face beamed with pleasure 
on hearing this news. 

" Will you not try to win the ribbons?" said 
she to him, in a low voice. 

" If I get them, they shall be for you," said 
the gallant peasant, who had quite forgotten 
Fanchomick. 

The next day they were very busy at the 
farm. Barbaik and her niece kneaded the 
bread and prepared the cakes. The flitches of 
bacon were unhooked from the chimney, eggs 
and butter in large quantities were gathered on 
the sideboard. The men brought clay, and 
drew water in barrels, which they placed round 
the barn. More than one of them, as he came 
and went, remarked with surprise Fancho- 
mick's blushing face as she bent over the 
kneading-trough. 

" I never expected the orphan would grow 
so pretty," said the old priest " Her face 
seems lighted up as if by a miracle." 

Steven was not there. He had promised to 
stay at the Coudiaces' farm to fill the carts 
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with the clay that Lisette's father intended to 
take to Barbaik's threshing-floor. 

It was midnight ; the laborers had long left 
the fields. The sheep were asleep, and the 
cows were in the sheds. No one could tell if 
any body was awake at Barbaik's, for the shut- 
ters were carefully closed. 

" The night wanderers need not see through 
the window when I count my skeins of yarn," 
said the old niiser. A suppressed murmur 
was, however, audible around the dwelling; 
the sounds of wheels and of horses' feet broke 
the silence of the night. Numerous carts laden 
with clay, and barrels of water, were arranged 
outside the barn. The drivers tied up their 
horses and went to sleep on the grass. The 
knot of blue ribbons fastened to the stake in 
the middle of the barn was to belong by right 
to the fifst-comer. They were all waiting for 
the church clock to strike midnight. The last 
stroke had scarcely sounded when Steven ap- 
peared, leading the cart of the Coudiaces, and 
he wore the ribbons in the button-hole of his 
large embroidered vest when Lisette arrived at 
the dawn of day to take part in the fSte. 

All the carts had deposited their loads. The 
clay and water were mixed; and the horses, 
decked with bright-colored bows, had trod 
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down the mortar which the men were leveling 
with their spades. 

The women arrived in crowds from the sur- 
rounding farms and cottage& They were 
chiefly young girls, the mothers being gener- 
ally detained at home by family duties. Li- 
sette looked charming in her tight-fitting black 
jacket, her fair hair braided under her cap, 
and her gold cross hung round her neck on a 
violet-colored velvet. She came, serene and 
confident, certain of being proclaimed by uni- 
versal assent queen of the new barn, and hap- 
py in the thought of being seated in the chair, 
and placed on the rustic throne by Steven's 
strong arm. For she knew well that for two 
miles round there was no girl that could com- 
pare with her in beauty. 

"It is the blessed Virgin Mary who has 
made me so," she replied, modestly, to the com- 
pliments paid to her. " I can not help it." 

Steven was at the head of the young men 
who were leading Dame Barbaik's horses. 
He stopped them when Lisette entered the 
barn, and advanced toward her. But behind 
her suddenly appeared Fanchomick, her eyes 
bright with a new light Anger, tenderness, 
and jealousy had heightened the poor forsaken 
girl's beauty in a strange way. She looked at 
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Steven, and an irresistible attraction drew him 
toward her. Turning away from Lisette, who 
was smiling in her anticipated triumph, he 
raised Fanchomick in his arms, exclaiming, 
"Fanchomick is beyond question the most 
beautiful !" 

Nobody present was disposed to contradict 
him. Lisette herself beheld the charms of her 
rival with astonishment 

"What fairy has made her like this?" was 
all the girl said, and that to herself. "A week 
ago Fanchomick was quite ugly." 

The sports began ; the young men succeed- 
ed each other on the floor and wrestled with 
great spirit, each straining every nerve to over- 
throw his adversary. Twice Steven was vic- 
torious, and twice he brought the fruit^of his 
victory to Fatichomick's feet. 
. The girl's triumph was complete. It sur- 
passed, indeed, not only her hopes, but her de- 
sires. 

Since the beggar-woman had thrown the 

gold chain on her neck, all the young men had 

followed her admiringly. A few days, and it 

was not Steven alone who waited for her at 

the corner of the old wall. The farm was 

perfectly haunted by Fanchomick's suitors, and 

Barbaik counted on her fingers the ofiers that 

6 
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had been made her. She had shaken her head 
at the pretensions of many, but the old wom- 
an's greedy eyes sparkled with joy at the pro- 
posals of the miller of Guebrand. People said 
he was so rich that he could grind gold instead 
of corn in his mill, if he liked, and he only car- 
ried on his business because he was as ava- 
ricious as Barbaik herself. Still Fanchomick 
remained firm ; neither the miller nor any of 
his rivals could obtain a look from, her; all 
her heart belonged to Steven. But Steven 
was proud and poor, and held back : he would 
hot court a woman who was sought by richer 
people than himself. 

Fanchomick was so clever that nobody ever 
wearied of her company; and she was lovely 
enoudi to charm even babies in their cradles. 
But she was poor, and an orphan, and she could 
not marry the man she loved best. " If only 
I were rich I" sighed she at last, with tears in 
her eyes, one day when Steven had not been 
at the farm for a week. As she wept, her tears 
fell on her apron ; and in her distress she did 
not perceive her aunt, who had just entered. 

"Bless me!" exclaimed Barbaik, sharply, 
" what are you doing there, my beauty, weep- 
ing in the middle of the day, when there is 
work to do ? Cry at night, if you want to cry." 
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As she spoke, Barbaik seized her niece 
roughly by the arm and forced her to rise. 
All at once a clear soft sound was heard; 
pearls were rolling on the kitchen floor. As 
the tears flowed from the young girl's eyes, 
fresh pearls fell on the ground, which the old 
woman, quite stupefied, picked up as Fancho- 
mick continued to weep. 

At this moment Steven entered. 

" She is weeping pearls !" cried the mistress 
of the farm ; and, with a greedy instinct, she 
struck the poor child until she made her sob 
more than ever. At every fresh tear a pearl 
of the purest water was picked up by Barbaik. 
But Steven sprang toward her. 

"If a shower of pearls fell from her eyes at 
every tear she shed, 1 would not see her weep !" 
exclaimed he, throwing his arms round Fan- 
chomick. " Look you, Dame Barbaik, I love 
her ; dare to strike her again I" 

The miserly old woman's tone was changed. 

" Only one tear more, for her poor aunt who 
brought her up from her childhood!" cried she, 
in a supplicating voice. " Selfish girl that you 
are I K my tears were as valuable as yours, 
I would not ceSse weeping night or day." 

But Fanchomick paid no attention to her 
aunt, and left off crying. Her eyes were bright 
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with a new meaning. She leaned her two 
hands on the young man's shoulder. 

" Steven," said she, " for your sake I have 
desired to possess leisure, wit, beauty, and rich- 
es; yet you have often deserted me, in spite of 
all the gifts with which I was endowed. But 
still I trust you. You can not desire my 
riches, since you refuse to owe them to my 
tears. You say you love me; I will be a 
good and faithful wife to you. To say I love 
you is needless. I have already proved it 
only too plainly." 

As she spoke she threw the pin and the 
chain at his feet — the wind had already car- 
ried away the feather — and looked in the face 
of her lover. The artificial beauty given by 
the enchanted chain gradually faded away 
from her, but a tender confidence animated 
the light blue eyes, and candor shone on her 
innocent brow. The unnatural intelligence 
which had formerly prompted her words gave 
place to a grave and sweet simplicity. Her 
tears no longer changed to pearls ; but if they 
did fall, they left no bitterness behind them. 
Steven kissed her on her forehead and mouth. 

" Mine," said he, " in life and In death : with- 
out beauty, without wit, and without riches ; 
but mine you are, and mine only." 
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Barbaik was beginning to cry. 

" Be quiet, aunt," said Fanchomick, with a 
return of her old gayetj, "or I will take away 
the pearls you have picked up." 

The old woman opened her hand to look at 
her treasura But, with the rest of the fairy's 
gifts, the pearls too had vanished ; a few drops 
of water alone moistened the stiff fingers of 
the old miser. 

" We will work for you for nothing, aunt," 
both the lovers cried together. 

" Well," muttered the old woman between 
her teeth, " at any rate, you won't expect me 
to find my own nephew his meals, as if he 
were a day-laborer." 
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LEZ BBEIS, THE BRETON DA VID. 

LITTLE Lez Breis lived with his mother. 
He was scarcely fifteen years old; his 
hands were weak, and his white forehead look- 
ed as if it would never -support the weight of a 
helmet But once, in the forest, he had met a 
knight returning from the war, and from that 
day the idea of becoming a soldier had taken 
possession of him. He wished to see the 
world, he said, and, sword in hand, to go and 
fight the Franks. His mother implored him 
to stay at home with her. 

" Thou art too young, my child," she said, 
"to fight yet; the first Frank thou meetest 
will kill thee ; thy head will be pierced with 
the point of his lance, and I shall be left alone, 
with no son !o comfort me." 

" My sister will stay and comfort thee, dear 
mother," said the boy; "my sister Loiza, who 
is so good and sweet, she will soon hold the 
spindle at thy side and be thy companion, as 
a young girl should. But men are made for" 
war ; they must go far from home, and seek for 
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glory. When I come back to thee, my moth- 
er, thou wilt be happy ; then thou wilt kiss 
my wounds, and, if they still bleed, thy kisses 
will heal them." The mother embraced her 
son, but she was in no hurry to try the eflfect 
of her caresses upon his imagined wounds. 

In vain do mothers hope to keep in the nest 
the young eaglet whose wings are grown ; Lez 
Breis went away one morning before day- 
break. He took the little brown colt, saddled 
him with his own hands, and fastened in front 
of the saddle the great gword of his father Ko- 
nan, who had been killed long ago by his ene- 
mies in the country of the Franka The sword 
was too heavy for the feeble hands of the lad, 
and too long to be suspended at his side, so 
Lez Breis armed himself with a dagger and 
rode away. He had gone without telling his 
mother of his intention ; and he was already 
far away when she rose, and looking out of 
her window down the long, straight high-road, 
wondered what could have raised such a cloud 
of dust so early in the morning. 

" No doubt a drove of cattle has passed by, 
on its way to the pasture," she thought. 

No, poor mother, it was your own young 
son, who had gone away to fight against the 
Franks. 
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Time passed, and Lez Breis never came. 
For ten years he fought in distant countries, 
and his name had become celebrated every- 
where ; but the fame of his exploits had never 
reached the solitary home where his mother 
lived. Thither he was now returning, to de- 
fend his native country against the Franks, 
who threatened it from all sides. He pressed 
his horse forward, for he was impatient to see 
his mother once more before he again went 
into battle. Arrived at the house, he was sur- 
prised to see briers and nettles growing in the 
court-yard, and the walls half ruined and cov- 
ered with ivy. He knocked at the door with 
the hilt of his sword ; it was opened by a blind 
old woman, whose trembling hands held by 
the door-posts for support. 

" My good soul, can you give me shelter 
here for the night?" asked Lez Breis, anx- 
iously. 

"What we have shall be yours willingly, 
sir, but it is not of the best. Our house has 
come down sadly since our child took his own 
way, and left us ten years ago." 

A young girl appeared on the threshold. 
She was not blind, like the old servant ; her 
eyes shone like diamonds under her' eyelashes, 
and her hair was fairer than the flax in her dis- 
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taff. When she saw the knight, she began to 
weep, the tears running down her cheeks. 

Lez Breis, surprised at her grief, said to her, 

" Tell me, young girl, what is it that makes 
you weep ?" 

" Sir knight, I have a brother who is just 
your age ; he went away ten years ago to fol- 
low the life of a soldier; and whenever I see 
a man armed at all points I weep, as I think 
of my poor little brother." 

" My pretty child, tell me, have you no oth- 
er brothers, and is your mother alive ?" 

" Other brothers I I have no other in all the 
world, and my poor mother is in heaven. She 
died of grief when my brother went away to 
become a knight. Her bed is still here, and 
her ai^n-ohair stands by the fireside; and I, 
who live here alone with my nurse, have noth- 
ing to console me but her holy cross." 

The knight sighed, and covered his face with 
his hands ; the young girl approached him : 

"Have you also lost your mother?" she 
asked. 

" Yes," said Lez Breis ; " I have indeed lost 
my mother, for I have killed her, and now she 
can pardon me only in Paradise. I am Lez 
Breis, the son of Konan, and thou, Loiza, art 
my sister." 
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The young girl stood for a moment gazing 
at the knight, trying to recognize the features ; 
then she threw herself into his arms, put her 
hands round his neck and kissed him, weeping 
and laughing at the same time. 

" God took thee away from us, my brother, 
but He has had pity on me, and has sent thee 
back," cried she. Lez Breis, whose eyes had 
never before shed tears, wept also. But he was 
soon obliged to depart, and once more leave his 
sister Loiza. He gave her money to buy beautiful 
dresses, and to repair the ruined manor-house. 

"It is money that I have won with my 
sword from the Franks," he said. **I was 
bringing it all to my mother." 

He promised to return very soon, and whis- 
pered in her ear as he left her, 

"If I should find a valiant and goodly 
knight who has not yet given himself in mar- 
riage, I will bring him back with me to see 
my sister." 

Loiza blushed, and Lez Breis leaped into his 
saddle. 

The King of the Franks was fighting on the 
frontiers, and pressing hard on the Breton 
nobles; every day some encounter took place ; 
every day blood was shed. The king at last 
said to his knights, 
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" The man who rids me of Lez Breis will 
render me a signal service. He is only twen- 
ty-five, but he fights so bravely that no one 
can vanquish him, and I suffer much from him 
in every battle." 

The knights looked at each other; no one 
was desirous of engaging Lez Breis in single 
combat, and with equal arms. By the king's 
side there rode a giant, an African Moor, of 
dark complexion, with broad shoulders and 
flaming eye^. He was a head taller than all 
the Frankish warriors, who were themselves 
taller than the Bretons. He alone came for- 
ward in answer to the summons. 

" If Lez Breis will fight with me, I engage 
to crush him with a single blow of my axe, to 
run him through the body* with <me tbrUst of 
my sword, to throw him from his horse at the 
first shock of my lance." 

"My brave Moor has always served me 
faithfully," the king said ; " if he kills Lez 
Breis he shall be the greatest man at my 
court." 

The Moor drew himself up, and looked 
round on the knights with scornful eyes. 

" I am the greatest already," he said, with a 
sneer. 

The young squire of Lez Breis ran trem- 



90 IB IT TRJJEf 

bling to his master, to report what had been 
said by the Moor. 

" Sir knight," he said, " the king's Moor is 
about to challenge you to mortal combat" 

Lez Breis, who lay asleep fully armed, with 
his head on a stone, started up, and, seizing 
his sword, 

"Let us not leave to this miserable pagan 
the honor of challenging us," he said ; " let us 
be the first to call him out to battle." 

He would have set off at once, without wait- 
ing to taste food, but his squire held him back. 

" My lord," he said, " the Moor is not only 
a pagan, a cursed one, who denies the Holy 
Trinity, and blasphemes the name of Jesus 
Christ; but he is also an enchanter, well versed 
in witchcraft, and for this reason no one has 
ever been able to conquer him." 

" I shall attack him in the name of the most 
Holy Trinity," said the knight, resisting the 
efforts of his squire, who strove to hold him 
back. 

"The Moor is hardened in the trade of 
arms, and his strength is mature ; whereas you, 
sir knight, are still young. You will be worn 
out in the struggle." 

" The Lord of Heaven, whom this Moor has 
insulted, will send Saint Anne to protect me," 
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replied the knight. "Saddle the bay horse 
and follow me; but I charge thee not to ap- 
proach the Moor; what should I say to thy 
mother if I had to carry home to her thy dead 
body?" 

" Where you go, I will go," said the squire ; 
" bi^ do not take the bay horse, nor the white 
horse; take the black horse, for it has been 
well trained by the Moor himself, from whom 
you captured it in the last battle. When you 
appear on the field the Moor will throw his 
cloak on the ground, but take care not to 
throw yours beside it; give it to me, and let 
me hold it for you ; if your clothes touch his, 
all your strength will depart. Try to strike 
him as he sits in the saddle, but without cans- 
ing him to fall from his horse; for the mo- 
ment his hands or his feet touch the ground, 
he will regain all the strength he has lost. 
May all the saints come to your aid, and ena- 
ble you to conquer the pagan." 
. When the two warriors entered the lists, 
they found all the Frankish knights assembled 
to witness the combat; they .were jealous of 
the Moor, but with a bitterer hatred they hated 
Lez Breis, the valiant defender of Brittany. 

The Breton advanced to meet his adversary, 
making the sign of the cross three times in the 
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air with the point pf his lance, while the Moor 
trembled with rage and blasphemed the name 
of Jesus Christ. Before the impious words 
were well out of his mouth, Lez Breis fell upon 
him with all his strength ; his lance did not 
break, for it was consecrated ; before the Moor 
could reach him, he had thrice repeatqj his 
blow ; but, when they met, the shock of the 
encounter was so great that the horses recoiled, 
and their riders were thrown on the ground. 
As the Moor touched the earth, he gained new 
strength; but Lez Breis was armed with a 
strength greater even than bis; Saint Anne 
came to his aid, and he was no sooner on his 
feet again than he renewed the attack with re- 
doubled force. The Moor grasped Jiis sword 
more firmly ; rushing forward, his right arm 
was raised, and Lez Breis was on the point of 
perishing, when suddenly he discovered a small 
hole in the Moor's cuirass, and he thrust his 
lance through his enemy's breast. The Moor's 
sword fell harmlessly on the knight's helmet, 
the long arms waved in the air ; he staggered 
for a moment, and then fell, with a resounding 
noise,, to the ground, like an oak-tree cut by 
the wood-cutter's axe. Lez Breis, planting his 
foot on the Moor's chest, called on him to sur- 
render, but there was no answer; a black stream 
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of blood issued from the lips. In this world he 
would never speak more. 

"Die, thou miserable pagan 1" exclaimed Lez 
Breis, brandishing his sword ; " shame on bap- 
tized Christians who allow themselves to be 
served and defended by infidels I" 

Cutting off bis enemy's head and slinging it 
to his saddle, the white teeth stood out against 
the dark skin, and the eyes remained yride 
open, as in the agony of death. Little cHIdreu 
cried aloud with terror as the knight galloped 
across the country bearing his frightful burden. 
His good sword was lying on the battle-field. • 

"Never will I touch steel that is sullied with 
the blood of a pagan," said he, and left it 
there. • ; 

When Lez Breis had ridden away, the 
Frankish knights said to each other, 

" Now that the Moor is killed, it will be our 
business to fight this insolent Bre^ ; the king 
will not again intrust his cause to infidels." 

No one lifted up the Moor's body, or took 
the trouble to bury it. Perhaps far away, in 
his African home, some one wept for him ; but 
the Breton women rejoiced at his death. 

"Lez Breis has saved us. Lez Breis has 
killed our enemy," said they ; and came to 
meet him with songs and dances, just as the 
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Jewish women came to meet the young David 
who had slain GoliatL 

But the Breton David never lived to be a 
king. As he had fought that day he fought 
no more; but went home to the old ruined 
house, and to his sister Loiza. The soldier's 
life had been too hard for him. He fell sick 
immediately of a lingering disease, and within 
the year it was clear enough that, still quite a 
young man, he was passing away from this 
world. 

He did not seem sorry ; and his last words 
were — he being a little wandering in his mind 
— "I have brought back the brown colt 
Hang up the old sword, for I want to go home 
to my mother." 

And so he died. 



EMTPHINA'S CHILD, 96 



ERTPHINA'S CHILD. 

IN old times, when there were good kings 
as well as bad, mild-tempered and gentle 
women as well as sour and peevish ones, there 
lived a good king of Vannes, who had a 
daughter called Eryphina. She was as sweet 
as new milk fresh from the cow ; no one had 
ever seen her angry, and the worst people be- 
came better when they were near her. The 
king loved nothing in the world so much as 
his daughter Eryphina. 

Unfortunately the princess was as beautiful 
as she was good, and the fame of her beauty 
had spread ta all parts of the world. When 
she was only sixteen, Commore, count of 
Cornouailles, sent an embassy to the King of 
Vannes, to demand of him his daughter in 
marriage. 

" Give me thy daughter," said Commore ; 
" and though I am lord of the country where 
the black wheat grows, she shall never want 
for white bread and meat; she shall be both 
rich and happy." 

The King of Vannes had doubts as to the 

7 
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happiness, whatever the riches might be. He 
knew that the count was a powerful prince, 
whose coffers were full of gold, and his land 
well stocked with cattle; but he knew also 
that he was cruel to his subjects, that he was 
twenty years older than the little Eryphina, 
and that he had already had four wives, who 
all died without children, and without its be- 
ing known what had killed them. Besides, 
the prospect of such a marriage terrified Ery- 
phina beyond measure. She wept so much 
that her father determined to keep her at 
home. So he said to the envoys of the count, 

"I thank your master for the honor which 
he has done us by wishing for our alliance; 
but my daughter is still too young to think of 
marriage ; she desires to remain with me." 

The ambassadors withdrew in the greatest 
alarm, for they knew that this refusal would 
enrage their master exceedingly. And indeed 
they had no sooner delivered their message 
and explained why they appeared before him 
without the princess, than the terrible sword 
of Commore sprang from the scabbard and 
the three envoys lay dead at his feet. Then 
he sent back this message to the king of the 
white country : 

"Prepare thy arms and thy soldiers for bat- 
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tie, for I will make war against thee in all my 
might, unless thou give me thy daughter in 
marriage." 

The King of Vannes was a brave man, and 
these defiant words of Commore's did not in- 
crease his desire to give him his dear daughter 
— ^his Eryphina, who had never heard a harsh 
word since she was born. He called his sub- 
jects to arms, and in all parts of the country 
of Vannes the people made themselves ready 
for battle. They came forward willingly, un- 
like the people of Gornouailles, who never 
went to war except from fear of their lord. 
TJJaey all knew Eryphina, and every man was 
ready to giv^ his life for her, while the women 
staid at home and wept. 

The soldiers of Commore had set out on 
their march, when a holy monk, named Veltas, 
who had often preached both in the country 
of Vannes and the kingdom of Commore, 
came to seek Eryphina in her father's palace. 

"What is this?" he said to her. "Shall a 
baptized Christian woman allow the men of 
two countries to kill each other for her sake — 
to die, perhaps, in mortal sin, and to go straight 
to everlasting punishment? Even if it be 
true that Commore is wicked and cruel, of 
what importance is the happiness of one wom- 
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an for a few years on earth, compared to the 
eternal welfare of so many Christian souls?" 

Poor Eryphina trembled as she heard these 
stern words. Her fear of Commore was so 
great, that she grew pale at the very sound of 
his name. But the holy man, without heed- 
ing her, continued: 

" Here is a ring as white as milk. If you 
marry the Count of Cornouailles, and if the 
time should ever come when your life is in 
danger, it will immediately become as black 
as iron : then send it to the king your father, 
and he will come and deliver you. It is your 
fate to marry Commore. My daughter, figfct 
no longer against the will of God. ^ 

Eryphina dared not utter a word. She 
looked at the ring shining on her finger— the 
fatal ring that was to warn her of unknown 
dangers at which she trembled beforehand, and 
then she knelt down before the holy monk, 
who accepted her mute submission and gave 
her his blessing: 

"May the great God of heaven and his only 
son Jesus Christ bless you in life, and after 
death receive you into Paradise," said Veltas, 
as he hastened away to stop the march of the 
soldiers of Commore. 

The king at first tried to shake Eryphina's 
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resolution ; but the poor child had made a vow 
to Our Lady to offer herself up as a martyr in 
order to prevent the massacre of so many help- 
less souls ; and the King of Vannes, who knew 
that he was less powerful than his enemy, was 
obliged to submit. His daughter must be sac- 
rificed that his people might be saved. It is 
sometimes a hard thing to be a princess. 

Commore was in high good-humor when he 
arrived at the court of the King of Vannes. 
Satisfaction in having obtained the object of 
his desire, Eryphina's great beauty and sweet- 
ness, the riches displayed during the marriage 
festivities, all combined to soften the ferocity 
of his temper. Although he had seen thirty- 
five summers, he was still handsome and young- 
looking; he was very tall, and so strong that 
he could lift an' ox by his horns; and his eyes 
were bright and fine, but full of fire. The king, 
who had conceived a very bad opinion of his 
future son-in-law, was agreeably surprised to 
find him so gay and handsome, and began to 
hope for the best. 

After the marriage festival, which lasted 
three days, during which a hundred oxen and 
three hundred sheep were killed and distrib- 
uted among the people, Commore took his 
young wife home. St. Veltas blessed her s^ 
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she departed: "Paradise is yours," he said; 
"but you must first endure the suflferings of 
earth." 

Eryphina trembled, and raised her eyes to 
heaven. She had made her sacrifice, and re- 
grets would come too late. 

For some months all went well. The young 
countess often asked herself how Commore 
could have been called cruel. He was always 
kind to her ; and as he was very clever, he 
found a hundred ways of amusing his young 
wife, so that she hardly regretted the country 
she had left Every day some new pleasure 
awaited her, every day rich presents iassured 
her of her husband's love. She quite lost the 
habit of looking at her ring, as she had done 
continually at first. 

"What danger could threaten me while 
Commore is near me?" she said, forgetting that 
it was Commore himself of whom she had been 
formerly afraid. The people of the black 
country no longer knew their lord. 

"He must be either ill or bewitched," said his 
nearest attendants, " for he has ceased to care 
for bloqd." When any one was unfortunate 
enough to displease him and his eyes began to 
flash, a word from the countess would soften 
Jjis wrath and procure for the culprit a mild- 
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er punishment In air the churches and mon- 
asteries of the black country the people of- 
fered up prayers to God for the long life of 
Eryphina. 

Commore had given a large domain to St. 
Veltas on which to build a monastery, and the 
saint often came to visit the countess. When 
she spoke to hijp Himidly of her happiness — 
for she was aghamed of the fears she had for- 
merly expressed — he shook his head. "We 
are born to suffer," he said, with a grave look; 
and when he had passed beyond the threshold 
of the castle, he repeated to himself in Latin 
these. words of the prophet: "Can the Ethio- 
pian change his skin, or the leojftrd his spots?" 
He had no faith in the new-born mildness of 
Commore. 

After some time the management of his af- 
fairs called the lord of the black country to a 
distance; his wife wept, and begged that she 
might go with him. " No," said Commore, 
" amuse thyself in my absence ; thou wilt be 
absolute mistress of every thing here, and I 
will soon return to thee." 

"I shall never leave the castle in thy ab- 
sence," said the countess; "how could I amuse 
myself when thou art far away ?" 

On his return, the count found his wife look- 
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ing pale from long con^nement to the house ; 
but she blushed with pleasure and confusion 
as she met her husband and showed him the 
work she held in her hand — a small cap of silk 
tissue, trimmed with silver lace. 

" This,*' she said, looking down, " this will 
be for my little baby." 

Commore's eyes flashed aftgjily ; then, shud- 
dering, he left his wife without a.word, without 
an embrace. 

Now, for the first time, Eryphina saw in her 
lord's face the terrible look which made him 
so much feared. She threw herself trembling 
at the foot of her crucifix, and her eyes sought 
involuntarily %r the silver ring, half hidden 
among the many costly rings with which her 
husband had loaded her fingers. She hardly 
knew it again ; it had become quite black ! 

Eryphina, who was naturally timid, stood 
petrified with terror at this unknown danger 
with which she was threatened. At the ban- 
quet which she had prepared for him, her hus- 
band sat silent and gloomy, and she was as 
pale as a white rose. When night came, she 
could not sleep under her tapestry curtains. 
At midnight, as she lay awake, the hangings 
which covered the walls of the room shook as 
if blown by the night wind, and one by one 
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four pale shadows appeared gliding noiselessly 
to the foot of the bed where she lay. 

Half dead with terror, she looked at them, 
but could not speak. The first, pale, with livid 
lips and long fair hair, said, in a low voice, 

" I am Dalmet, Commore's first wife." 

The second, who had marks of discoloration 
on her throat, said, in a dull, muffled voice, 

" I am Finlas, the second wife of Commore." 

A bloody wound yawned on the bosom of 
the third : 

"I am Hai'k," she said, "the third wife of 
Commore." 

The fourth, whose face bore marks of blows, 
said, 

" It is I, Mola, the count's last wife before 
thee." 

Then all four spoke together. 

"It is thy turn now," they said. "It was 
foretold him that his first child would kill 
him. We have all paid with our lives for this 
prophecy." 

Eryphina raised herself up in bed ; maternal 
instinct gave her courage. It was not herself 
aloiie she had to save, but the child that God 
might send her. Could she save it? She 
murmured between her trembling lips, 

" I must fly ; but how can I fly?" 
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"Take this poison whicb killed me," said 
the pale shade with the livid lips. 

" Take this rope which strangled me," said 
she of the discolored throat. 

"Take this dagger which stabbed me to the 
heart," said the form with the gaping wound. 

"Take this stick which broke my skull," 
said the fourth wife of Commore. * 

Eryphina rose, but she could not utter a 
word to her ghastly predecessors, who disap- 
peared silently as they cama No sooner were 
they gone, than the unhappy countess hasten- 
ed to the window and let herself down from the 
tower by means of the rope which Finlas had 
given her. With the poison which had killed 
Dalmet she silenced the great dog that wan- 
dered about the court-yard. And when she 
started on her journey, in the dark night, to 
find her way back to her own country, she was 
armed with the dagger which had stabbed 
Hsak, and the stick with which Mola had been 
killed. 

As she proceeded painfully on her way, 
stumbling over the stones on the road, catch- 
ing hold of the bushes in the forest, and often 
striking herself against the trunks of trees, she 
heard overhead a rustling of wings, and by the 
first faint streaks of daylight she recognized 
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her favorite falcon that she had brought with 
her from the kingdom of Vannes. 

" Falcon, mj good falcon," she said to it, 
''thou canst go faster than I to the place 
wh.ere my heart would be ; carry this ring to 
my father, who will see that I am in danger, 
and will hasten to help me." And cutting off 
with the dagger a lock of her hair, she fast- 
ened the ring round the neok of the falcon, 
which flew away as fast as if it understood the 
extremity of its mistress. 

Meantime Commore had risen early, and 
had gone to seek for his wife. She was no- 
where to be found ; and when he saw the rope 
tied to the window and his dog lying dead 
in the yard, his eyes flashed fire. Eryphina's 
women, and the sentinels at the gates, trem- 
bled as they looked at him. He called for his 
horses and rushed after the fugitive, stopping, 
however, from time to time to search for traces 
of the small feet. He dashed across the forest, 
and very soon came to a thicket from whence 
proceeded the cry of a child. He sprang from 
his horse with a bound, pushed aside the 
branches with his strong arm, and discovered 
Eryphina, pale and terrified, hiding in her 
arms a new-born infant, whose feeble cries she 
was in vain endeavoring to stifle. Commore's 
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sword flashed for one moment in the air, and 
the next instant his wife's head rolled into 
the brush-wood, dying the green leaves with 
her blood. Then shuddering, and never look- 
ing behind him, he remounted and returned to 
the castle. He had forgotten the child. It lay 
safely concealed in the dead woman's arms. 

It was a fSte day when the falcon arrived at 
the white country. The subjects of the King 
of Vannes crowded all the squares and mar- 
ket-places, for St. Veltas had come to bless a 
new church. The king sat in the banquet- 
hall, with the monk by his side, and all his 
great men around him. They feasted and 
made merry, yet always as became Christians 
in the presence of a holy priest. The falcon 
flew in at the window, and stationed itself on 
the table in front of the king. 

"What is this?" said the king. "Here is 
the falcon that my daughter Eryphina took 
with her when she left me. Ah I holy father, 
you did well to prevent a war between our 
two countries ; no one has suffered on her ac- 
count, and Eryphina is happy." 

"Do not be too sure of that," said the monk, 
as he examined the falcon. The faithful bird 
had brought back its mistress's ring; it was 
quite black — Eryphina was in mortal danger 1 
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The king rose hurriedly. Not waiting for 
his attendants, but ordering them to follow 
him, he mounted his horse and galloped off, 
St Veltas following by his side on his accus- 
tomed mule. This creature, without seeming 
to hurry itself, neither lost breath nor looked 
fatigued ; yet, fast as the good war-horse went, 
the priest's gentle mule kept pace beside it. 
The saint and the old soldier went their way 
together in search of their beloved Eryphina. 

The king galloped across the forest, without 
looking either to the right or to the left : St. 
Veltas said his prayers, and asked unceasingly 
for help from God. Suddenly both the horse 
and .the mule stopped before a thicket, from 
which a plaintive cry escaped — a strange, 
hoarse voice, which repeated without ceasing 
the same words : 

" Consecrated ground for me, and for my 
child the waters of baptism!" With these 
jnournful accents mingled the feeble cry of an 
infant 

The king trembled beneath bis cuirass, but 
St Veltas made his way into the thicket 
There, at his feet, lay the body of Eryphina, 
the severed head uttering the words that they 
had heard, the infant still clasped in the dead 
mother's arms. 

The king, who had followed the monk into 
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the thicket, was so overwhelmed with grief and 
rage that he could not utter a word, but the 
priest's voice sounded in the silence. 

" Rise up, dead as thou art," he cried, " and 
come to the castle of the count, thy husband, 
that thou mayest convict and punish him for 
his crime." 

As he spoke, Eryphina rose; the pale head 
returned to its place. She took her child in 
her arms, and went along with the monk and 
the king. 

The castle of Commore was closed, and well 
guarded with soldiers ; the count himself was 
on the ramparts, disguised, as if he feared dis- 
covery, in the dress and arms of a simple 
squire, with the visor of his helmet lowered. 
As the travelers approached the gates, St. Vel- 
tas called to the sentinels in a loud voice, 

"I demand to see the count" But no one 
aoswered, for so their master had given ordei^. 
The soldiers continued their rounds, and the 
pretended squire soon found himself face to 
face with his enemies. Deep ditches and 
high walls sheltered him from the arm of the 
avenger, and he felt himself safe from discov- 
ery behind his visor, but he could not take his 
terrified eyes away from the sight which met 
them — the dead Eryphina walking, with her 
living son in her arms. Suddenly the child 
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slipped down from her breast. To the amaze- 
ment of all, the feeble infant, two hours old, 
stood upright on its feet, and, pointing an ac- 
cusing finger to its father, 

" Behold him I" it said distinctly, in a soft 
strange voice; then, stretching out its small 
hand, picked up from the ground a handful of 
sand and threw it against the ramparts. In an 
instant the walls gave way, the gates flew open, 
the chains were broken, and the towers, shaken 
to their foundations, fell to the ground, bury- 
ing every one that was within in their ruins. 

"Alas I the innocent have perished for the 
guilty," exclaimed the good King of Vannes. 

But St. Veltas knelt down before the pile of 
ruins, and, making the sign of the cross, said, 

" God has executed justice on the murderer, 
and taken the innocent to His eternal arms. 
Look there !" 

He pointed to Eryphina, who lay stretched 
on the ground — a corpse, only a corpse, once 
more. But there was a smile upon the quiet 
mouth, and the hands, as if there had been life 
in them still,, held fast her babe. 

"God is above all; we do not understand 
His ways," said the good priest. "Let us bury 
the dead and baptize the living." And, lifting 
up the child, now again helpless as a new-born 
babe, he placed it in its grandfather's arms. 
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JEANDRIN THE GOBLIN. 

THERE yrere great rejoicings at the farm 
of St Amand. Full cans of cider went 
round the table, and many a cut was made in 
the hard cake. The meal was nearly ended, 
but the appetites of the guests, like their mirth, 
seemed without end. The farmer's son had 
brought home to his father's house the new 
wife whom he had found in the Pays* de 
France, whither he had several times gone to 
sell the oxen. From their first meeting, he 
had fallen so deeply in love with her that he 
never rested night or day till he obtained her 
hand. Her name was Perrine. She was tall 
and slender, and her blue eyes seemed so sweet 
to her young husband that he was constantly 
coming back to look at them. His old mother 
also looked at them, but with involuntary pain 
and apprehension. The farmer's wife had not 
been farther from home than her pwn village. 
She had never even accompanied her husband 
as far as Yire, where he went once a year for 

* The Norman peasants so designate the enTirons of Paris, 
the ancient Isle of France. 
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the great fair. But she had nevertheless ac- 
quired experience of life and character, and 
her daughter-in-law's face and expression had 
chilled her from the first moment when the 
girl had appeared smiling on the threshold of 
the farm. No one observed the effort with 
which the old woman kissed the new-comer 
when her husband helped her down from the 
cart. Nor did any one see the anger- which 
for a minute rendered the face of the bride 
cold and hard as steel when the mother ex- 
claimed, 

"Welcome are the young arms that come 
to share in the household work! Welcome 
the skillful hands that will spin the flax for 
our linen !" 

The young damsel of the Pays de France 
had no intention of becoming the servant of 
her husband's parents. 

Laughter and songs were resounding be- 
neath the smoke-dried rafters of the farm, 
when the door was pushed softly open, and a 
brown dog appeared on the threshold. He 
had a rough coat and red eyes, and was not 
at all a handsome dog, though he had a look 
of great intelligence and gentleness. He ad- 
vanced toward the group of singers with the 

confidence of a child of the house. The mis- 

8 
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tress stretched out her hand to caress him. 
Her son, who was leaning over his wife and 
whispering soft words in her ear, suddenly 
turned round. "Ah! here is Jeandrin," he 
exclaimed ; " how do you do, Jeandrin ?" and 
he drew the head of the animal toward his 
young wife, who retreated with aflfected terror. 
"I do not like dogs," said she; "and, above 
all, strange dogs frighten me." 

" But Jeandrin is not strange, he is my dog," 
insisted her husband. *" He came to the farm 
long ago, of his own accord, from nobody 
knows where, and we have been friends ever 
since. * Love me, love my dog ;' is it not so, 
Jeandrin?" 

The young farmer bent over his favorite 
and caressed him, for he had been a little 
vexed by his wife's behavior. But Jeandrin's 
eyes looked angry, and for the first time in his 
life he had a vicious expression. Pierre Heur- 
tesant left off coaxing his wife, and loosened 
the dog's collar and called to him, " Come, 
Jeandrin, and have some dinner !" and with 
one sweep of his tongue the dog swallowed 
the contents of the dish of meat that was still 
on the table. The bride smiled scornfully. 

" Is it the custom here for dogs to eat with 
Christians?" asked she. 
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" Jeandrin is almost a Christian," said her 
husband, smiling ; " since he came to us six 
years ago, on a snowy December night, we 
have not lost an ox, and the cows give milk 
winter as well as summer. No one has been 
ill, and prosperity has accompanied me, even 
to the Pays de France, where I met youl" 

Perrin6 began to laugh. She had been 
married for a month, and loved her husband 
as much as she could love any one. 

No one present appeared surprised at the 
liberty taken by Jeandrin, or ventured to dis- 
turb him, now that he was satisfied and lying 
stretched at his full length before the fire. 

The young wife wanted to warm her little 
hands, having washed them after serving the 
guests, and particularly the poor ones, in ac- 
cordance with the pious custom at feasts in 
Brittany, and even Normandy. Her husband, 
who followed her everywhere, passed his hands 
gently over Jeandrin's back, who, half awak- 
ened, made a little room beside the fire- for 
Perrin^ ; but when she seemed to encroach on 
his domain, the dog growled. The old wom- 
an came to the chimney corner. 

"Jeandrin is tired," said she, "and he must 
be allowed to sleep." 

Perrin^ colored deeply. She made no an- 
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swer, but from that day she entertained a 
strong aversion to the animal that had already 
drawn upon her the disapprobation of both 
her mother-in-law and of her husband. 

"By-and-by I will find out how to get rid 
of that detestable creature," thought she, be- 
fore she went to sleep. But the wind whis- 
tling between the open beams and the rats 
that ran about the floor of her room troubled 
her so much that she forgot Jeandrin for a 
time. She had always lived in towns, and 
the mysterious night noises of the country 
filled her with terror. In the morning she 
woke wearied with the disturbed night she 
had passed, and came down embarrassed at 
finding herself the last at the family meal. 
The barking of a dog was heard in the dis- 
tance. 

"Jeandrin has brought the cows from the 
upper meadows, and is taking them to the low- 
er field," said the farmer's wife to her husband, 
as if she had been speaking of a faithful and 
intelligent servant. 

The dog again made his appearance panting, 
with his tongue hanging out, and, as he had 
done the day before, he looked on the table for 
his meal. The farmer handed him his plate. 

Perrin^ drew back her chair and put up 
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both her hands, as if to protect herself from the 
dog. Her father-in-law laughed as he said, in 
the tone of authority of a man accustomed to 
be obeyed, " You must get used to Jeandrin." 

The young wife, who was an only daughter 
and accustomed to be petted, gave no answer 
but an expressive pout; and when, with her 
sleeves tucked up, she helped to wash the 
breakfast-things, she scornfully pushed away 
the plate that Jeandrin had used. 

" I am not going to wash the dog's plate," 
muttered she between her teeth. 

The mother saw it all, but neither spoke nor 
laughed, as her husband had done. She au- 
gured no good for her son's happiness, from the 
tone and manner of the bride. 

The wedding festivities were over, and ev- 
ery body had to return to work. Perrin^ was 
intelligent and clever. Whenever she put her 
hand to household aflfairs they prospered. 
Her husband was often absent. He had re- 
turned to the Pays de France in charge of a 
troop of oxen, and his wife remained at the 
farm. When he came home after his long 
journey he found his mother ill and out of 
spirits; but Perrin^ was laughing and singing. 
She went to and fro in the house, ordering the 
servants in a hard, dry voice, and with much 
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more imperiousness of tone than they had been 
accustomed to from the old mistress. They 
obeyed, however, and the farmer was delighted 
with his daughter-in-law and her good man- 
agement. 

" You have brought us a fairy from that dis- 
tant region," said he to tiis son. *^ She does 
as she likes, and no one dares to oppose her; 
even old Placide himself, who always growls, 
is pleased when she speaks to him." 

"And Jeandrin?" asked the young man, 
smiling, and happy to hear the praises of his 
wife. The old man's brow grew clouded. 

" Jeandrin is not good," answered he, in a 
low voica 

" Has he been at his tricks?" asked Pierre. 
"Has he tied the cows by the tail?" 

"If it was only that!" And the old man 
smiled, in spite of himself, at the recollectionx)f 
the astonishment of his daughter-in-law, when 
she had gone early in the morning to the cow- 
house to milk the cows, and had found the 
best milch-cows lowing piteously, and tied by 
their tails to their racks. "He had milked 
them all in the night," continued the old man, 
" and thrown the milk in the gutter. He had 
mixed water with the cheese-curdle stuff,* and 

* The country name for the liquor used to curdle the milk. 
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your mother for once lost patience when she 
found all her fowls shut up far away from their 
chickens." 

Pierre shook his head gravely. 

"He must have been very wicked," said he; 
and, without adding more, he determined to 
find out the cause of Jeandrin's misconduct 
Such heaps of offenses to be laid upon one 
poor dog \ 

Perrin^ had appeared greatly delighted by 
the return of her husband. But when she saw 
him occupied about the health of his mother, 
and ready to caress the detested dog, and at- 
tentively watching his movements,' a spirit of 
restlessness took possession of her. She went 
to and fro without any object, and persisted in 
following her father-in-law everywhere — even 
when Pierre wanted her to stay in the house 
or go with him to the fields. 

The mistress shook her head sadly, but she 
was ill and had no spirit for a contest Her 
husband now saw every thing with Perrin^'s 
eyes, and the poor mother perceived with a 
great ^ng that when this damsel of the Pays 
de Prance set her foot on the threshold, she 
had destroyed the peace as well as the good- 
fortune of the house. She would sometimes 
take Pierre's head between her hands, as she 
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used to do when he was little, and kiss him in 
silence. The young man was also sorrowful. 
All the remedies of the old wives of the par- 
ish did not succeed in restoring his mother to 
health; and, without being exactly aware of 
it, he felt that his dreams of happiness were 
vanishing away. 

Meanwhile he had in vain watched his wife; 
he could discover no trace of animosity toward 
Jeandrin. The dog continued sullen when in 
the house (out-of-doors he always recovered 
his gayety), yet he had his usuai place by 
the fireside. Perrin^ no longer shrugged her 
shoulders when the head of the animal appear- 
ed on the table, and he possessed himself with- 
out ceremony of the best piece on the dish. 
And it was apparently Jeandrin who was al- 
ways in the wrong, for he growled and showed 
his teeth whenever the young wife passed near 
him. 

"The dog dislikes you very much," said 
Pierre ; " what have you done to him ?" 

Perrin^ smiled disdainfully, and only an- 
swered, "He is jealous. He thinks yju like 
me better than him." 

But this plausible explanation was not enough 
for the young man, who, like his mother and 
nil the people about the farm, was convinced 
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that a good spirit lived within the ill-favored 
form of the faithful, clever old dog. 

The mistress grew weaker and weakertev- 
ery day. If Pierre had consulted his wife on 
the cause, of her illness and melancholy, she 
would perhaps have attributed them also to 
jealousy. Alas ! there was no need to tell the 
son that the young wife whom he bad brought 
from so far was not kind to the old mother. 
He saw it plain enough. But Norman people 
are silent and reserved; and he did not re- 
proach his wife, but redoubled his attentions 
to his mother, trying to be both daughter and 
son to her in one. 

The farmer could not, or would not, see that 
his wife was dying. It was the time of the 
great. fair, and he had to sell and buy oxen. 
He saddled his pony, and set out with two 
men to drive them to the market Jeandrin 
was generally his companion on his distant ex- 
peditions ; but this time when, at the last min- 
ute, the dog was called, he answered neither to 
whistle or voice, and they were obliged to set 
out without him. The men remarked to each 
other, " We are going to have some mischance, 
and that is why Jeandrin will not come." 

The farmer had been gone twelve days, and 
his wife had now taken completely to her bed. 
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For the first time since the birth of her son — 
the last of her children, and the only one that 
remained to her — she ceased to be the first to 
rise, the most active to work, the readiest to 
bear the burdens of the day. Pierre was be-- 
side her. He had summoned the priest, and 
the dying woman had received the commun- 
ion. She had fallen back exhausted on her pil- 
lows, whispering to her son the solemn words 
of her last adieu. " Be kind to your fiit*her," 
said she. " He will grieve deeply when he 
returns and does not find me here. Also, be 
good to Jeandrin ; he is not happy at present." 
And then lowering her voice again, as if she 
feared even now to wound her son: "Look 
after your wife, and may God help you." 

Pierre understood, but did not reply. He 
felt in his heart a cold fear that Perrin^ would 
not console him for the loss of his mother, as 
Eebecca consoled Isaac in the plains of Canaan 
for the loss of Sarah. 

Perrind was now mistress and queen in the 
kitchen, the dairy, the cow-house, the poultry- 
yard. Her mother-in-law had never opposed 
her, never countermanded one of her orders ; 
but the sweet sad face of the old mistress, her 
silent axstivity, and her established authority, 
had been displeasing to the young wife. The 
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servants obeyed Perrin^ without a reply, but 
it was always to their old mistress that they 
had gone for orders. Now she was no longer 
among them, and the dawn of a new day had 
begun. 

Pierre was absorbed in his grief; twice he 
had gone down to the kitchen for some cor- 
dial needed for the invalid. He had never 
asked Perrin^ to come into the sick-room, and 
she h^d not offered her services^ but employ- 
ed herself in inaugurating her reign in the 
house. 

It was an autumn evening, and the serving- 
men were coming in one after the other, forced 
by the young mistress to rub their feet on the 
mat at the door before crossing the threshold, 
and grumbling among themselv&s at the whims 
of this town girl, so different from their coun- 
try ways. Jeandrin slipped in with them, and 
they drew back to let him pass. The dog had 
been running all day, and his rough coat was 
covered with mud. His large paws left their 
traces on the newly- washed floor of the kitch- 
en ; but Jeandrin, no way disturbed by that, 
made straight for the fireside. The soup was 
cooking slowly in the large kettle over a clear 
fire, and Pierre^s supper was waiting for him 
under a plate on the hearth. 
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Perrin6 was a good housekeeper, and attend- 
ed to her husband's needs. Jeandrin pushed 
over the plate with his paw, and the delicate 
raorsel reserved for the master was swallowed 
by the dog before the young woman had time 
to interfere. It was too much. Perrin6 seized 
the tongs that had fallen by chance on the 
hearth, and pressed Jeandrin's nose between 
the two red-hot irons. "I will punish you, 
you wicked dog 1" cried she. 

Jeandrin freed himself in a moment. The 
creature seemed suddenly to become larger; 
he raised his head as if he had not felt the 
burn, and walked backward toward the door, 
his look fixed on the enemy. The men, pet- 
rified by superstitious fear, remained in their 
places without fnoving. Jeandrin pushed open 
the half-closed door, and his gleaming eyes 
shot a last look of anger at Perrin6.' As he 
crossed the threshold, he uttered a long howl. 
Then the heavy door closed on him, and at 
the same moment Pierre rushed into the room, 
exclaiming, " My mother is dead 1" 

When the laborers, went out at day-break 
the next morning, they were surprised to see 
the mark of a horse's hoof deeply impressed 
on the door-stone. " We have always declared 
that Jeandrin was not a dog like other dogs," 
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said they, as they went to their work. " He 
must have been a goblin — ^a good goblin — who 
came to the farm for the love of the dear old 
mistress who is gone. We shall never see 
either of them more."' 

They never did. Neither then nor at any 
other time was the quaint figure of kind Jean- 
drin seen lying at the hearth, or trotting about 
the farm. His body was never found, and, by 
the shape of the horse's hoof left on the road, 
they conjectured that the goblin, as goblins 
do, had suddenly changed his shape before he 
went away, to bring to some other household 
the prosperity which was no longer in this 
one. For all the good luck of the farm de- 
parted with Jeandfin. When the farmer re- 
turned, he had not sold his oxen. For the 
first time in his life bis pony had stumbled, 
fallen, and broken its knees. And when he 
entered, and heard his wife was dead, he too 
fell down broken-hearted. Gentleness and 
harmony ceased with the old mother's life. 
Pierre's journeys from home became more and 
more frequent He fled from Perrin^'s hard, 
unloving rule. By way of consolation, the 
farmer drank all the brandy he could get 
from his cider. Every time he crossed the 
door-stone he trembled at sight of the myste- 
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rious hoof-printB, which no eflfbrts succeeded in 
removing from the road. 

" Jeandrin and good-fortune came with the 
old wife and goodness," said he, " and now 
both have gone away together. I'll go too-^ 
the sooner the better." So one day he laid 
him down and died. 
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THE WONDERFUL TURKEY, 

IT was almost the end of the CarnivaL All 
the good housewives in Gaumont had laid 
in a good store of flour and eggs for pancakes, 
and the children were going about the streets 
singing the accustomed rhyme — 

" Shrove-Tuesday, Shrove-Tuesday, 
Come borne, come home; 
We d;re going to make pancakes, 
And yon shall have some/' 

"It was on this day that Mother Sandret 
used to sell so dear the eggs that she had kept 
all winter," said a woman who was standing 
at the door of her cottage. "It was an un- 
known man who bought — a fairy," she said. 
"I wish he would come to me — I wish some- 
thing would happen to us to-night." 

" Hush !" said a little girl, pulling her by 
the skirt, with her pretty face full of ter- 
ror. " Hush, mother, or the fairies will hear. 
Didn't Mother Sandret one night see a man all 
in white, who took her eggs and threw them 
into the dust-basket^ and yet in the morning 
not a single one was broken ?" 
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"I have heard your grandmother say so," 
answered Bosalie Lys, lowering her voice. 
"Bat it is getting dark; perhaps we had bet- 
ter not talk of these things. Your father will 
soon be coming home from work; the poor 
man will be very tired, and sad, too — for he 
knows that he will find nothing ready at home 
for Shrove - Tuesday . Oh I wish he might 
meet a fairy, after all." 

"Ah, mother, there will be pancakes I" cried 
the little girl. "The hens have laid on pur- 
pose." 

"And they have done well," muttered the 
mother, "for there is nothing either in the 
salting-tub or the cupboard." 

" Never mind ; the hens have laid," repeat- 
ed the child. It was late ; the tired-out work- 
men were returning from their labors ; the day 
had ended ; the children had gone to bed ear- 
ly, in order to hasten the coming of this Shrove- 
Tuesday, for which they had waited so long. 
Marin Lys stood chatting with his fellow-work- 
man, Pierre Doucet, who had been digging 
with him all day in the trench. 

"Are you going to work to-morrow ?" asked 
Marin. 

"No, no," said Pierre; "Shrove -Tuesday 
comes only once a year, and I mean to enjoy 
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myself a little at the Broom-Bough.* My 
wife and the children may do as as they can 
at home." 

"I must finish the trench all alone, then," 
sighed Marin. " My wife and children can not 
do without bread, and we have got on so badly 
this last year that we are never a day ahead." 

" Women can make pancakes with water," 
sneered Pierre, and then the two men parted. 

Marin walked on without looking round 
him. His feet, accustomed to the road, follow- 
ed its windings without his needing to trouble 
himself to avoid the cart-ruts, or poc5ls of wa- 
ter, or loose stones ; a little new moon cast^ on 
his steps a faint light; but the tired workman 
looked forward impatiently to the moment 
when he should first catch, sight of the feeble 
glimmer of the candle burning in his cottage. 

On emerging from a path that was bordered 
by great oaks and thick under-wood, he sud- 
denly stopped at a little open glade formed by 
the meeting of four roada Wonderful sight 1 
A bright light dazzled his eyes. He saw upon 
the ground a great white cloth. • At each of its 
four eorners a torch was burning ; in the mid- 
dle, sitting like a tailor, with his legs crossed. 



* A common public-house sign in some parts of Normandy. 

9 
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was a man, clothed in a carious dress, count- 
ing gold from a heap that lay before him. An 
enormous heap it was. The man plunged and 
repluBged his hands into it, causing a metallic 
ring that echoed in the peasant's unaccustomed 
ears like strange music. 

Marin did not dare to stir. It was in vain 
that he tried to move his feet ; in order to get 
home, he must cross the glade, but the sight 
of the gqld fascinated him. The mysterious 
stranger had never raised his eyes; but pres- 
ently, as he made a pile of the sparkling gold* 
en pieces, he muttered these words in a hollow 
whjsper — "Take some, but leave some." 

Marin had not dreamed at first of getting 
possession of any of the treasure for himself; 
but now the thought of his wife and children, 
and of the joy that he should cause by bring- 
ing home ever so small a portion of this pile 
of gold, was too much for him. He stretched 
out his hand and took one piece ; only one — 
•but it was more money than he had ever pos- 
sessed in his life. Then, ill at ease, not know- 
ing whether he had done right or wrong, he 
bounded over the white cloth, and took to his 
heels without ever looking behind him. 

He ran in the direction of his own cottage, 
but after a little his step began to get slower; 
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he grew more and more uneasy, and at last he 
stopped altogether. " It is devil's money," he 
said, looking at the piece of gold in his hand, 
and expecting to see it changed into a dry leaf. 
But no ; the gold still sparkled before his eyes, 
and it bore the king's stamp. "At any rate, I 
have not earned this money, and I don't know 
where it has come from," the honest peasant 
went on. "Perhaps it may bring trouble on 
my wife and children 1" Poor Marin sighed 
bitterly. He thought of the misfortunes that 
overwhelmed him — his wife ill, his cow dead, 
his children sickly ; he made the sign of the 
cross. "All that is God's will," he said; "but 
this money burns my fingers." And all at 
once, turning round as if he was afraid of his 
resolution giving way, he rapidly retraced his 
steps, and soon came once more to the little 
glade. The stranger was still there, counting 
his treasure. Marin came forward without 
hesitation, and placed his piece of gold beside 
the .rest. The man lifted up his eyes no more 
than he had done before, but only said in the 
same sepulchral voice, "Thou hast done wise- 
ly. Wealth ill-acquired profits nobody." And 
then Marin never stood still again till he reach- 
ed the threshold of his own house. 

Pierre, meanwhile, had been going his way; 
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he had not hurried himself, although be was 
tired. His wife was a scold, his children al- 
ways dirty and frightened; for his selfishness 
and his frequent visits to the public-house had 
borne their natural fruita Pierre and Sera- 
phine were as poor as Marin and Bosalie, but 
they did not, like Marin and Rosalie, love pne 
another, nor trust, as they did, in the God who 
helps the poor and unfortunate. 

The moon was hidden by clouds, and the 
muddy road was so impassable that Pierre 
thought he would climb over the fence that 
separated it from the fielda Every thing was 
quite quiet; the few houses scattered amidst 
the meadows were far off. As Pierre put his 
foot on one of the wooden bars of the fence, 
he heard in the hedge close to him the con- 
vulsive movements of some living creature. 

"Who is there?" he cried in a low voice, 
rather husky with fear. 

There came no answer, except a sound as of 
the wings of a wounded animal beating against 
some obstacle ; and then Pierre, stretching out 
his hand, caught hold of the feathers of a large 
bird which had got imprisoned amidst the 
branchy of a hazel-tree. 

"Oh, it's a turkey I" cried he. " How has it 
got here, so far from home ? It is my good 
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luck that sends it in my way ifor Shrove-Tues- 
day." And, without a moment's hesitation, 
he seized the bird, and stuffed it into the bag 
which he carried on his shoulder. "Suppose 
I take it to Mother Oelestine ?" he said to him- 
self, as he walked on. "She would make it 
into a feast for me all by myself." But the 
thought that the landlady at the public-house 
might perhaps recognize the turkey, which no 
doubt belonged to some of the neighbors, made 
him rather afraid of indulging in this selfish 
plan. "My wife ^nd the children will have to 
content themselves with the skin and bones," 
he said presently to himself, as he went on 
toward the poor dilapidated cottage that shel- 
tered Seraphine and his little ones. 

As the workman came into his hut, the 
screams of the children, who were disputing 
with one another, ceased suddenly, for they 
were afraid of their father's anger. The young- 
er ones crouched in the chimney-comer ; the 
elder threw themselves down upon the heap 
of dried leaves which served for their bed, and 
pretended to be asleep. Seraphine, with her 
dress all in rags, her eyes red, and her face 
still bruised from a blow that her husband had 
given her the day before, flung a handful of 
brush-wood upon the fire, and, as the flame 



183 IS IT TRUEi 

sprang up from it through the smoke, she saw 
the full bag which Pierre had let down upon 
the ground. 

The woman laid her hand upon it with an 
eager look. "You have bought us some 
bread ?" she said, joyfully. 

"Better than that," cried Pierre, laughing; 
" I have found a turkey, which you must cook 
for my Shrove-Tuesday's dinner." 

" Stolen 1" all at once cried a clear voice. 

The husband arid wife stared at one another. 
Pierre thought he had not heard aright; Ser- 
aphine had turned white. 

"Where did you find the turkey?" she 
asked. 

"In a hedge," said Pierre, "where there was 
neither man nor house." 

"And where you will return and take me 
back again," interrupted the Toice, shrill and 
bird-like, but quite distinct 

Seraphine fell upon her knees beside the bag: 
it was the turkey that had spoken 1 Pierre 
remained motionless, confounded and terrified, 
with the perspiration standing in drops upon 
his forehead. 

"Take me upon your shoulder," said the 
voice again. 
'Tired as he was, the terrified workman 
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obeyed. Without stopping to sit down, or eat 
a morsel of bread or drink a glass of cider, 
he threw the bag upon his shoulder, and went 
along the road that he had already traversed 
an hour before. 

The bag was light at first, but at each step 
he took Pierre felt the burden grow heavier. 
"I can go on no longer," he said presently to 
himself; "I am too tired." And then he broke 
into an exclamation of anger: "Curaed tur- 
key 1" cried he. 

The sack grew heavier and heavier upon 
his shoulders. At the beginning of his walk 
the weight of it had scarcely been ten pounds, 
but before he had carried it for half an hour 
it. seemed to be a hundred - weight, and with 
every step it grew heavier and heavier. When 
at length he stood still to' take breath, the voice, 
which froze the blood in his veins, instantly 
exclaimed "Go on 1" and Pierre went on his 
way again, without, daring even to murmur, 
for each complaint and each oath he uttered 
increased the burden that was weighing him 
down. 

Pierre's steps insensibly grew slower; it was 
with difficulty, and only by the greatest eflEbrt, 
that he continued to go forward at all. The 
unhappy man thought no more now of the 
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Broom -Bough, of Shrove - Tuesday, _or of the 
gay companions with whom he had hoped to 
spend the night while his wife and children 
starved at home ; he only thought of his fa- 
tigue, of his terror, of the bad luck (this was 
the name he gave to his theft) that had put 
the turkey in his way. He felt his knees tot- 
tering ; he panted for breath ; he was bathed 
in perspiration; his trembling hands leaned 
for support against the trees as he passed. At 
last he fell, overwhelmed by his burden ; he 
had fainted on the road, and in the dark night 
he lay dying of fatigue and fear. 

It was cold ; the icy wind whistled through 
the bare branches, and the unhappy man would 
have expired without help if Marin had not 
chanced to pass that way. Finding his com- 
rade lying on the ground, he lifted him upon 
his shoulders, and carried him as far as the 
first cottage, charity giving to one brave peas- 
ant that strength which the other had lost 
through remorse and fear. When the wretch- 
ed man came to his senses, he opened his eyes 
wildly. 

^'The turkey I" murmured he. 

Nobody understood what he meant, and he 
confessed nothing. Perhaps he tried himself 
to believe that it had all been a dream, as 
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wonderful dreams do happen sometimes on 
the eve of Shrove - Tuesday. But when he 
went home he stormed at his family, and in- 
sisted that they too should hold their tongues. 
Pierre never became either a good husband 
or a good father. His family turned out ill, 
and soon left him. But the peasant had learn- 
ed at least one wholesome lesson : however 
great might be his distress, however much he 
might be tempted by the Broom -Bough, he 
never again laid a finger on the property of 
other people. If he ever longed to do so, he 
always heard the formidable words ringing in 
his ears—" Turkey I" " Stolen I" " Go on, go 
onl" 
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THE NiaHT WASHER 'WOMEN. 

" TT TELL you, Eire, young girls ought not 
-»- to go to fiStes," said a woman whose voice 
and features were sharpened by severe pain. 
She lay in her bed, with its large-flowered In- 
dian curtains drawn round her, suffering from 
an illness that seemed likely to carry her to 
her grave. Her daughter, who was sewing 
near the window, was large, fair, and young, 
with open blue eyes and white teeth. She 
answered quite naturally to the name of Eire 
(Laughter), by which she was known every- 
where, instead of by her baptismal name of 
Zephirine. She was almost always laughing ; 
but just now a dark cloud overshadowed her 
brow. She was out of humor, and the shrug 
of her shoulders betrayed her extreme dissat- 
isfaction with something or other. 

"The fSte of La Saint Loup at Crfevecceur 
is the best for ten miles round. I do not see 
why I should not go like other people. If 
young girls do not go to fiStes, there will soon 
be no fiStes at all." 
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The mother was rather deaf, and could not 
, hear her daughter's words, but she had no dif- 
' Acuity in interpreting her gestures. 

" You can not go to the St. Loup," said she, 
" because I am ill, and a girl does not go to a 
f^te without her mother." 

This reflection rather shook Eire's confi- 
dence ; she hesitated, but soon answered, 

^* If my godfather will take me, may I not 
go?" 

Ther invalid sighed ; she was tired, and want- 
ed to go to sleep. She had brought up her 
daughter badly, and knew very well that if 
Eire was disappointed she would bang the 
doors, rattle the crockery, let her scissors fall, 
and not permit her poor mother a minute's 
rest. 

"If your godfather would take charge of 
such a madcap," sighed she. • 

"He would like nothing better;" and Eire 
started off her chair with such eagerness that 
she upset it, and kissed her mother in high 
good -humor, by way of gratitude. "He al- 
ways says that the fStes are not so pretty as 
they were when he was young, but he never 
misses one, notwithstanding. I will go to the 
farm at supper-time this evening, and ask him 
to take me on his pony," said the happy girl. 
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And, laughing and talking, she jumped about 
the room, making the windows vibrate with 
every step, knocking her feet on the rough tile 
flooring, and never perceiving that her mother 
turned pale and put her hand on her heart 
with an expression of pain. And then Eire, 
glad to have gained her victory, and delight- 
ed with the prospect of the promised pleasure, 
went away to the garden singing merrily. * 

The invalid had lost all thought of the pres- 
ent time ; half insensible from pain, she was 
unconsciously recalling the days when her hus- 
band was living, and she was happy, strong, 
and good-looking, and when her sons were 
not with the army, and her Eire was quite a 
little girl, from whom nobody had required 
more than to be healthy and merry. The poor 
mother sighed bitterly. She did not blame 
her daughter; on the contrary, if any one 
made the least allusion to Eire's excessive love 
of pleasure, she would eagerly defend her. 
*' Youth must pass away," she would say. 
But she felt sad and lonely when her child 
left her all day long, to go away and amuse 
herself According to the custom of Norman- 
dy mothers, she had devoted herself entirely 
to her children ;. but she had not made them 
comprehend that self-denial ought to awaken 
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self-denial, and that parents as well as children 
equally owe obedience to a Divine Master. 
Eire went to church on Sunday, but she used 
to think all the time of the fiSte that would 
follow the mass, of her bonnet-ribbons or her 
shoe - buckles, and never heard the priest's 
voice. All the young folks would gather 
round Eire ; but the parents would shake their 
heads and say, " She is a very pretty girl, but 
she will not make a good woman ; she is too 
giddy." Many mothers sighed as they spoke 
thus ; for some of their daughters were not 
more steady, and very few as handsome as 
Eire. 

It t^as the morning of the St. Loup f^te, and 
the narrow roads that led to the town of 
Or^vecoeur, generally so quiet and lonely, were 
crowded with peasants dressed in their best, 
with their red umbrellas in their hands, care- 
fully picking their steps through the cart-ruts 
and the pools of water. Notwithstanding the 
long drought, mud reigned supreme in each 
deep and shady path, which often became the 
bed of a little stream. The women pressed 
against the big hedges to avoid being splashed 
by the passing horses, carrying, perhaps, a' rich 
grazier and his wife, or a cattle-dealer and his 
daughter, whose large cap, trimmed with lace 
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and ribbons, rose above the broad-brimmed 
hat and embroidered blouse of her companion. 
Every body was going to the ffite, and nobody 
was happier than Eire. She had milked the 
cow, fed the fowls, prepared her mother's 
soup: every thing that she thought her duty 
to do she had done. But no more. Helping 
her mother for love did not enter her mind. 

At every plunge of the animal they rode, 
she threw her arms round the stout waist of 
her godfather, laughing at her own alarm, and 
chattering incessantly. The old farmer paid 
► no more attention to her merry talk than to 
the songs of the birds in the hedgea But 
Eire chattered on just as much as ever. • 

" Were you not frightened last night, god- 
father, when Tranquille came to say that the 
fairy bulls had come into the upper field ?" 

This time the old man turned round his 
face, softened by a smile. 

"Tranquille paid for the fright he gave me," 
said he, calmly. " He made acquaintance with 
the handle of my whip." 

" But, godfather," insisted Eire, " if he real- 
ly saw the bulls ?" 

The farmer laughed aloud as he said, 
" There is not a single ear broken in all the 
field. Mine is the finest wheat in the whole 
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country — more than eighty bushels an acre, I 
will answer for it." 

" Tranquille does not drink," eagerly ex- 
claimed Eire; "his eyes could not deceive 
him." 

The farmer looked^t the young girl. 

. " You really believe Tranquille ?" said he. 

Eire colored, but did not lower her eyes. 

"He has told me more than ten times- over 
that he saw the bulls," replied she, in a low 
voice. 

" Where have you seen him, to give him the 
opportunity of telling you this fact so many 
times ?" asked her godfather. 

"Just now, after mass," answered Eire, a lit- 
tle confused. 

"So he stopped under the yew-tree in the 
church -yard to repeat his nonsense to you, 
instead of going to church?" inquired the 
farmer. 

Eire gave a nod of assent. 

Her godfather looked thoughtfully, as he 
said slowly, "I do not regret having struck 
him-^no. It will teach him to think before 
he speaks. But I do not say he has not seen 
the bulls. They are fairy bulls. My late 
father also saw them once in the same place. 
Only, if Tranquille had had as much sense as 
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he, he would have thrown his stick after the 
last beast, and all the band would have been 
off as fast as possible, without so much as an 
ear of corn bending its head. That was my 
late father's way; no noise, no fuss, did he 
make." . • 

While the old man meditated thus upon thp 
merits of his father, who had been in his grave 
more than thirty years, Eire repeated, in a low 
tone, " If Tranquille saw the bulls, they must 
have been there for a certainty." 

They were approaching Crfevecceur, and ev- 
ery minute the crowd grew thicker. The 
young men sang louder ; the girls, nearly all 
accompanied by their mothers, talked more 
merrily ; the sound of violins was already 
heard. The cries of the boys playing, the 
sound of the balls hitting against one another, 
and the rattle of the porcelain lotteries, grew 
more and more distinct. 

Bire smiled in delighted anticipation of the 
pleasure that awaited her. 

" You will not go home till night, will you, 
godfather ?" said the girl, coaxingly. 

The old farmer smiled. 

" That will' depend on the quality of the 
brandy that the good Ernault will have to 
give us," muttered he. 
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Eire jumped for joy on the pony's back. 

"The amiable Ernault's brandy is always 
good," said she, " and it pays no duty." 

Her godfather smiled. He had gold many 
barrels of brandy to the publican, without the 
exciseman touching a penny. At night, whien 
it was quite dark, occasionally more than one 
horse might have been seen making its way 
along the deep road, and under the bundles of 
hay attached to both sides of the saddle might 
have, been found those cans of brandy and of 
cider which were as dear, and as fatal, to the 
Normans of a hundred years ago as to their 
descendants of the present day. 

The evening had come. Eire had danced 
all day, and had drawn in the lotteries con- 
ducted by the best young men in the town. 
She had eaten cake and green plums, and 
dipped her lips in a little glass of brandy. 
But her enjoyment had. not been unmixed; 
for the daughters of the cattle-dealer wore 
finer lace in their bonnets than hers. Pulch6- 
rie Lebourg, the niece of the great grazier of 
St. Marie, exhibited over hier purple silk bod- 
ice a gold chain and cross, which glittered in 
Eire's dazzled eyes long after the young or- 
phan was on her way to the distant farm where 

she kept house for her uncle. 

10 
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Eire was tired, and not gay as she usually 
was ; and the smart repartee died on her lips. 
She began to think of her mother whom she 
had left ^ long alone, and a passionate desire 
to go home suddenly seized her. Bire always 
yielded to her first impulse, whether good or 
bad. This time a good impulse impelled her 
toward her mother ; the young girl was eager 
to go. She called Tranquille, who was hover- 
ing about her, though kept from coming fiear 
by the presence of people richer and better 
dressed than himself. 

"Will you go and see where my godfather 
is drinking, and if he is ready to have his pony 
saddled ?" she said to him. 

When Tranquille returned, Eire had not 
gone back to dance ; she was sitting on a stone, 
leaning her head on her hand. 

"The master says that the good man's 
brandy is excellent, and that you may amuse 
yourself as long as you like. He is just now 
asleep, and will not waken very soon," said 
Tranquilla 

The young serving-man did not say that he 
had tried to persuade the farmer to take Bire 
home, and that he had been rewarded by a 
volley of oaths. 

Bire did not reply ; she had bent her head 
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down, and her tears flowed between her fin- 
gera 

It was dark at that time, and Tranquille did 
not perceive that she was crying, till a little 
sob. betrayed her grief. 

"What is the matter ?" cried he, eagerly. 
"Are you hurt? Has any one done you any 
harm?" 

Eire shrugged her shoulders. 
."Leave me alone, Tranquille," said she, 
crossly. "As if one did not cry sometimes 
without knowing why. Tell my godfather I 
am going home on foot by the cross-road di- 
rectly." 

Tranquille started. 

"Alone — at night I" said he. "That must 
not be ; I will go witk you if you will allow 
me." 

"That every body may talk about it to- 
morrow I" scornfully retorted the girl. "Are 
you afraid that I may meet the fairy bulls in 
the upper field ?" 

Tranquille felt himself color. 

"As I hope to go to heaven, there were 
more than a hundred in the conn running 
about like so many demons," said he, twisting 
round his hand the leather thong of his stick. 
" If I had had this I could have chased them 
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away, and the master — " Tranquille again 
colored; he had not forgiven the old farmer 
for the beating he had given him. 

When he looked up again Rire was no longer 
sitting on the stone. She had disappeared, 
and was walking in the dark, with her skirts 
tucked up, and her umbrella in her hand, along 
the well-known road. 

"If my godfather is angry," thought she, 
"so much the worse for him; why did he not 
take me home on his pony ?" 

Rire advanced fearlessly ; she only half be- 
lieved the alarming stories she had been accus- 
tomed to hear ever since her childhood, and 
was not disturbed by fear of either goblin or 
fairy, or even of mysterious bulls. She did 
not listen to the night^wind whistling in the 
branches of the trees, and paid no attention to 
the cries of the owls, or the nibbling of the 
rabbits squatting in the hedges or scampering 
across the path. Once, however, she uttered a 
little scream when the moon, emerging from a 
cloud, showed her a black and yellow lizard 
gliding softly under the leaves of a trailing 
brier. The girl turned pale, but she quickly 
recovered herself when she remembered that 
the death foretold by a meeting with a lizard 
was only inevitable when the encounter took 
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place between noon and midnight; and Eire 
had lingered so long at the fiSte that the old 
clock had struck twelve before she had started 
on her road home. 

She was drawing near the upper field, the 
boundary of her godfather's land. The long 
golden lines of the corn began to wave before 
her eyes, and she smiled at the idea of a troop 
of bulls turning into this rich crop. Sudden- 
ly she came in sight of the cluster of willows 
which stood out against the dark background 
of an old yew hedge, which was cut and train- 
ed carefully every year by the farmer's own 
hapds, in memory of his grandfather, who was 
said to have planted it more than a hundred 
years before. 

" Here I am at the fort," said Eire to herself; 
" and once in the avenue, it will be only a lit- 
tle quarter of an hour before I am at home. 
Let us hope. Mademoiselle de Plunfort (a cel- 
ebrated ghost of the neighborhodd) will not 
walk to-night" 

Just as she was thinking thus, and quicken- 
ing her steps to enter the long avenue of lin- 
den-trees — the last remnant of those days in 
which the farm close by had been a seigniorial 
manor — she distinctly heard the hard and reg- 
ular sound of a washer- woman's beetle. 
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Eire turned pale, and for an instant heir 
limbs trembled under her ; then she advanced 
boldly, her eyes involuntarily fixed on the fort. 

White figures appeared bending in the wa- 
ter, beetle now answered to beetle, and a wom- 
an of a large size moved up and down on the 
edge of the moat as if directing her servants. 

Eire walked with a convulsive step, and 
pressed her hands one against the other. " It 
is Mademoiselle de Flunfort and the night 
washer- women !" murmured she. 

The beetles of the washers had stopped; 
they had raised themselves up now, and were 
gliding noiselessly toward the young girl. 
The tallest woman. Mademoiselle de Plunfort, 
who had sacrificed every thing to her love of 
pleasure — the peace of her mother, and the 
love of her betrothed — and therefore was con- 
demned to be a wandering ghost, washing for- 
ever the linen that she had neglected in life 
—appeared- gliding along in spectral fashion, 
and looking just according to the stories cur- 
rent about her for so many years. She seized 
Eire's icy hand, and drew her into her funereal 
dance, while the other washer- women formed a 
ring round them both. Eire, petrified by fear, 
could not take a single step, but the phantom 
seemed to bear her along without any effort 



THE NIOHT WASHES' WOMEN. 149 

on her own part. She knew not where she 
was going — ^perhaps down, down into the bot- 
tomless pit — when all at once a friendly voice 
rang through the darkness. 

" Eire ! Eire ! " cried Tranquille. Then rais- 
ing his stick in the direction of the shadows, 
* he called aloud, in a strangely firm tone, 

"In the name of the Holy Trimty let my 
betrothed pass!" . 

The phantoms drew back, grew fainter, and 
then vanished in the darkness. Tranquille 
still advanced, repeating the same words. 
Eire felt her hand loosed from the ghostly 
grasp. Through all her terror, and through 
the joy of her deliverance, she had been con- 
scious of a new happiness at Tranquille's bold 
words, "Let my betrothed pass." He had 
never yet asked her to marry him; but he 
loved her, she knew ; she loved him also. 

An hour later Eire went home to her moth- 
er, who wept with fear and joy at the wonder- 
ful story she told. The two young people 
had taken a long time to come up the lime 
avenue ; but during that walk they had settled 
the fate of their lives. Eire knelt at the foot 
of her mother's bed, and allowed Tranquille to 
explain every thing. As he ended, he bent 
toward her, and said„in a low tone. 



150 IS IT TRUE? 

• "If I had not followed you, Mademoiselle 
de Plunfort and her washer-women would have 
made you dance while they were ringing their 
'linen— dance until you were dead." 

Eire cast a happy and malicious look on her 
affianced. 

" I did not see any linen," she said, laugh- 
ing. . 

"But you were not sorry to see me," insist- 
ed Tranquille. 

Eire threw herself into her mother's arms. 

When, two months after, Tranquille took 
his bride to the village church, her godfather 
stopped her as they were coming from mass. 
"I have sent a fine cow to your house; I 
owe you something for the fright you had 
that night of St. Loup's f6te." 

Eire laughed. "How fortunate the good 
man's brandy was so excellent But for that 
I should perhaps not have known, even yet, 
that I loved Tranquille." 

"And hojv did you know that he loved 
you ?" asked the old farmer. 

Eire looked at her husband and smiled. 

" One always doubts of some things," an- 
swered she. 

But the lovers kept to themselves the story 
of the night washer- women. 
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The foolish young girl had become a sensi- 
ble woman. She was as happy now to work 
as she had formerly been to go* to f<§tes. 

Her mother did not recover her health, but 
she was no longer sad and lonely. She was 
rarely left alone now, except at the end of the 
day, when Tranquille returned from his work. 
Then-he almost always found his wife waiting 
for him by the lime avenue. 

"Are you looking if the night washer- wom- 
en have left any of their linen behind?" he 
would ask her, with tender maliciousness. 

"No," Eire would reply, with her old laugh. 
"I have looked for nothing since I found 
you." 
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THE BANSHEE OF WHITE- GOAT 

GLEK . 

A GREAT many hundred years ago, when 
O'Donnell was building the first castle 
of Donegal, the workmen, do what they would, 
could not make any progress with their work- 
On each night, after they had gone away home, 
every stone that they had built up during the 
day was pulled down and flung back upon, the 
ground. Of course, the first time that this 
happened, they were very angry, for they 
thought that some mischievous people had 
come and destroyed their work; and so the 
next night they chose two of their number to 
keep watch, and gave them the strictest orders 
that at the first sound of any one coming near 
the place they should raise an alarm; but 
when the rest of the men came back in the 
morning, they found the two whom they had 
left rubbing their eyes, and all the stones 
that had been built up so carefully yesterday 
thrown down once more, and strewed about 
upon the ground. 

As for the men themselves, they were quite 
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bewildered and stupefied, and could not tell 
any thing that bad happened. " It must have 
been the fairies," was all they could say, " for 
suj^ we watched with all our might until we 
fell asleep, and we wouldn't have fallen asleep 
at all, but such a heaviness came upon our 
eyes that, do what we would, we couldn't keep 
them open ; and it wasn't a natural sleep, but 
just something like a swoon." And indeed 
they looked so confused and strange that, 
though a few of their fellow-workmen laughed 
at them, the greater number thought it no 
laughing matter, but shook their heads and 
went to their work unwillingly, saying below 
their breath that no good would come of fight- 
ing against the fairies. 

However they worked again all that day, 
and then once more, when evening came, they 
left two of their number to watch. • The two 
who were left this time were big stout men, 
who were not afraid of any thing, either mor- 
tals or fairies, they said : so they armed them- 
selves with a pair of stout cudgels, and said 
good-bye to their companions, and sat down 
side by side to pass tl\e night But once more, 
when morning came and the other workmen 
returned, for the third time they found the 
walls pulled down and the stones scattered all 
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round upon the ground,' and the two big men 
in the midst of them lying so sound asleep that 
they had to kick, and cuflf, and shake them be- 
fore they could get them to open their ejes 
and sit up. 

You may imagine how they looked when 
they did open their eyes at last. They sat 
staring round them like men who had lost 
their wits. "We sat as wide awake as ever 
men were," they said, as soon as they could 
speak, "and not a sound did we hear as the 
hour passed till the dawn began to creep up 
behind the hills ; and then, all at once, a weight 
like lead began to press upon our eyelids, and 
we got up to shake it off, and we know noth- 
ing more, but we must have fallen down in 
a dead sleep. " It's fairies' work or devils' 
work," they said, and rose upon their feet 
trembling and scared. 

That day the overseer could hardly keep the 
men at all at their labor. Some went away 
altogether, and the others moved about slow- 
ly and laid the stones with unwilling hands, 
speaking to one another, when they spoke at 
all, in whispers, and starting at each sound 
they heard. What was the good of going on 
building, they said to one another, when, as 
sure as night came, their work would be de- 
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stroyed? And why, too, should they anger 
the fairies at the bidding of any mortal man ? 
As the hours passed on, they grew more and 
more surly, and the overseer began to feel that 
he had got a task to do which was too hard 
for him. 

" The master must see to it himself," he said 
at last ; and So, before night returned, he went 
to O'Donnell and told him the strait that they 
were in. 

" It's more than flesh and blood that's fight- 
ing against us," he said. 

"I don't believe in much that isn't flesh 
and blood," replied O'Donnell, with a laugh. 
"Your men have been stupid, heavy-headed 
fellows, ni take the watch to-night, and I 
think it will be the worse for any fairy that 
meddles with me." 

When evening came, therefore, all the work- 
men went home, many of them shaking their 
heads over the speech that they were told 
O'Donnell had made, and O'Donnell prepared 
to keep his watch. 

It was a chill autumnal night, and the chief- 
tain wrapped his cloak about him, and march- 
ed like a sentry round and round his walla 
Hour passed after hour, and not a sound came 
to disturb him : the quiet little town soon went 
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to sleep ; the 'ftilence was broken by notbing 
but the sound of his own Qteps. Some time 
after midnight the moon rose, and made a pale 
cold light. 

O'Donnell paced steadily to and fro ; but he 
yawned portentously now and then, for he was 
getting very weary of his watch. "It's high 
time that some one were comfng — man or 
devil," he said to himself at last, " for this is 
dull work." He gave another great yawn as 
he said these words, and then the very next 
moment his heart leaped almost to his lips; 
for in the act of yawning he had turned him- 
self round, and there, standing close before, 
him as he turned, he saw a strange, white, 
misty shape. It was standing full in his 
path — a shadowy pale figure, with a shrouded 
face. 

O'Donnell was very brave, but for the mo- 
ment he was taken aback. No sight of living 
man that might have met him, however sud- 
denly, would have made the blood run quick- 
er in his veins ; but this thing was not human, 
it was something mysterious and indistinct. 
He almost thought, as he gazed at it, that he 
saw the moonlight shining through it, so little 
substance did it seem to hava 

"Who are you, and what are you doing 
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here?" he asked in a firm voice, after only two 
or three seconds had passed. 

He spoke standing still, but with his hand 
stretched out to ward the thing off, for to his 
fancy it seemed to be coming closer to him. 

There was a moment's silence after he put 
his question, and then a low voice answered 
him: 

" What am / doing here ? Bather, what are 
you doing here, O'Donnell?" it said. "What 
right have you to come and take niy sons' 
ground and build your castle on it ?" 

As soon as he heard this reply, O'Donnell 
burst out laughing. 

UAnd who may your sons be? and how do 
they come to have a better right t^ the ground 
than I?" he asked. "This ground is mine, 
and to him who desires it I give the lie to his 
teeth 1 If you are your sons' messenger, go 
back to them and tell them thal^" 

"Alas I O'Donnell, if I told them that, I fear 
your life would be a short one," the voice sor- 
rowfully replied. 

It was such a sad, plaintive voice that, hot 
with scorn as O'Donnell was becoming, it touch- 
ed him, and checked him in his anger ; so that, 
instead of making a fierce answer, he answered, 
almost gently. 
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" My life will neither be the longer nor the 
shorter for your sons' anger, I guess," he said 

The figure was standing only an arm's length 
from him, and yet, near to him as it was, it 
was so shrouded and indistinct that he could 
neither discern its features nor trace its shape. 

"But I ask again, who are you? Are you 
spirit or woman ?" O'Donnell suddenly said ; 
and, though the blood tingled in his veins, he 
made a quick step forward, and tried to grasp 
the shadowy dress. But the figure only fell a 
little back, and his fingers closed on empty air. 

"I am one who has followed your family 
for generations, and who would be a friend to 
you : you need know nothing more," the v«ice 
said, after a^oment's silence. " Do what I bid 
you, and it will be well for you; but reject 
my advice, and brave my sons, and not the 
destruction of your castle alone, but grief and 
misfortune, will come upon you. I would save 
you from their wrath, O'Donnell. It is to 
warn and to save you that I have come." 

"At least, then, good lady, tell me plainly 
the thing that you would have me do," replied 
O'Donnell, bluntly. 

He was a plain, rough soldier, and the lady's 
interest in him (if lady she were), while it 
moved him a little, puzzled him greatly too. 
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" I know of no help or advice that I need 
from living man or woman either ; bat yet if 
you, who seem to belong to some other place 
than earth, know aught concerning me that 
mortal can not know, tell it to me, if it be 
your pleasure, and let me profit by it if I may. 
Though as for this ground belonging to your 
sons—", said O'Donnell, with his blood at the 
thought beginning to grow hot again. 

" This ground has been my sons' for count- 
less years," the voice interrupted him gently. 
"Before an O'Donnell was ever born, they 
reigned here as kings. They are justly en- 
raged with you- because, without their permis- 
sion, you are building your house upon this 
land; and they will throw down your work 
as long as you despise and defy them, though 
you should go on building for a hundred years. 

' Therefore, O'Donnell, cease to defy them ;^' and 
the sweet voice grew plaintive and earnest 
"Acknowledge their sovereignty, and they will 
cease to trouble you. You are a strotig man, 
and you are lord over other men like yourself; 

. but my sons are kings of the earth, and the 

water, and the air." 

" I never heard of them," said O'Donnell, 

shortly. " If they are mortal men — " 

" But they are not mortal men," interrupted 

the voice. 

n 
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Well, O'Donnell's moutli was closed at this, 
and he did not well know what more to say. 
He was so proud that, rather than have yielded 
an inch to any man born of woman, he would 
have perished on the spot; but yielding to 
men born of women was a very different mat- 
ter — even to O'Donnell's thinking — stiff-neck- 
ed as he was — ^from yielding to invisible and 
spiritual powers. The one was a thing never 
to be done while life was left ; the other — well, 
the other was something to be considered, at 
any rate. So O'Donnell began to consider it, 
and as well as he could, in his rather agitating 
position, to revolve the question in his mind. 

The figure of the white woman was standing 
still before him. He rubbed his eyes once to 
make sure that he had not fallen asleep, and 
that the whole thing was not a dream; but 
when he opened them again she was still there, 
shadowy and pale, but yet an unmistakable 
presence fiill before him, in his path. Who or 
what was she? Old tales that he had been 
familiar with as a child rose to his mind — 
ghostly old legends — weird stories that he had 
laughed at since he had grown to be a man. 
Yet, what if there were truth in them ? What 
if there were truth in that about the Banshee 
of the Aileen-a-more-ban — the White-goat Isl- 
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and — the haunted island in the White-goat 
Glen? 'People said that the goats who wan- 
dered in that glen were not earthly goats at 
all, but spirits — the three sons of the Banshee 
Dodna Saan. " Old foolish tales 1" O'Donnell 
said to himself; and yet, what if the tales were 
true ? 

"Lady," he said, suddenly, "tell me who 
you are. Are you Doona Saan ?" 

" Why do you ask me ?" she answered, after 
a moment's silence. 

" Because," said O'Donnell, boldly, " if you 
are Doona Saan, you are a beautiful woman, 
and O'Donnell is not so unlike other men but 
that he will do more to please a fair face than 
a foul one. Show me your face, and, if you 
are fair, I will do your bidding." 

The figure gave a sigh, and for a few mo- 
ments did not speak ; and then something 
like shadowy arms began to move behind her 
veil. 

" I was fair enough once," she said, sadly ; 
"what I am now I do not know, but you may 
look at me if you will." . 

She parted her veil, and turned it back ; and 
the moon shone upon a face that was colorless 
as death, but yet beautiful as a dream — a shad- 
owy, pale, motionless face, with dark, sad eyes. 
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that fixed themselves upon him, and made his 
heart beat fast. 

He drew a deep breath, and before he spoke 
a minute or more had passed. 

"Yes, you are very fair," he said at last. 
"And now you have my promise; therefore, 
tell me what you wojild have me do." 

" Come with me, then," she said to him, and 
beckoning him to follow her, she glided for- 
ward. She led him through the sleeping town 
(for it was night yet, and no one was astir) out 
to the silent country that was lying bathed in 
moonlight now, and on and on, without a word, 
by the windings of the Eiver Eske, until she 
brought him to the White-goat Glen. 

It was a ghostly walk, and as he followed 
at the banshee^s side, in spite of the exercise, 
O'Donnell's blood ran somewhat cold. Was 
there treachery here? he thought to himself 
more than once. Did this woman only seem 
to be a phantom, and was she leading him on 
where some enemy lurked in wait for him? 
He walked wearily, looking to right and left 
of him, with his hand upon the dagger at his 
side. 

But no one crossed them on their silent way, 
and when at length they reached the glen, the 
banshee paused. 
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" Now I can lead you no farther," she said. 
" You must go forward by yourself. Go bold- 
ly, and you will find my sons." 

"But of what avail will that be to me, fair 
lady ?" said O'Donnell, whose temper this long 
pilgrimage had rather ruffled than improved. 
" By my life, though you brought me here, I 
have no business with your sons I" 

" O'Donnell," said the phantom, " you are a 
proud and stiflF-necked man." 

She said this, and then she paused a little, 
and after that pause she stretched out her hand. 

" Go forward," she said again. " You have 
promised to do my bidding. For your own 
sake, keep to your word." 

Well, O'Donnell could not deny that he had 
promised to do what she told him, so he gulp- 
ed down his pride as well as he could, and, 
leaving the banshee's side, strode forward into 
the glen. It was a deep ravine, with a stream 
flowing through it, and at one part where the 
stream parted lay the little island that bore 
the name of the Aileen-a-more-ban — a lonely, 
uninhabited place. No human habitation had 
ever been built there; only the wild goats 
haunted it — the three sons, as the legend said, 
of Doona Saan. 

O'Donnell paced on into the darkness, for 
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little of the moon's light pierced into this deep 
hollow; and, advancing slowly, for the way 
was rough, after a time he saw a white shape 
moving near him ; then two — then three white 
shapes. They were the wild goats, wandering 
to and fro, and grazing on the heather at their 
feet 

"Well, if these are spirits and Icings of the 
elements, they enjoy their sovereignty after a 
singular fashion I" O'Donnell thought to him- 
self; and the blood came suddenly to his cheek 
with shame at his own credulity ; and he de- 
spised himself so for the errand he had come 
upon, that if it had not been for his promise 
to the banshee he would have turned upon his 
heel and retraced his steps. 

But he had passed his word to her ; and, ab- 
surd as the whole business was, he said to him- 
self that he would keep it; so he took his 
stand, and cleared his throat, and lifted up his 
voice. 

"Spirits," he said, "if you are spirits, be 
pleased to understand that I ask permission 
from you to build my house in the spot I have 
selected. If you have the power to grant me 
what I ask, grant it, and give me your friend- 
ship." 

He said these words, but no answer came to 
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them; nothing followed but a dead silence. 
As far as he could perceive in the gloom, the 
white goats went on calmly grazing, taking no 
more notice of his speech than the most mun- 
dane of goats might do. " What a fool I am !" 
O'Donnell thought angrily again to himself; 
and now he was really on the point of turning 
back, when suddenly he saw that one of the 
goats had come close to him. With noiseless 
steps, the weird white creature came and pass- 
ed before him, and, as it passed, it bent its 
head, and the soft hair touched his hand. 
Then, each following the other, the two other 
goats drew near and did the same, and passed 
on silently out of sight. 

" Strange I" said O'Donnell, with a kind of 
ghostly shiver; and then, when he had waited 
for a few moments longer, and nothing more 
ensued, at last he did turn round and retraced 
his steps. 

He thought that the banshee had vanished, 
but this was not so, for she met him again as 
soon as he regained the point where she had 
parted from him, having apparently resolved 
not to depart until she had congratulated him 
on the accomplishment of his task. 

"You may build in safety now I" she said to 
him at once, accosting him in quite a joyful tone. 
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" Well, as for that, the safety of my building 
has yet to be learried," O'Donnell bluntly re- 
plied, not feeling by any means so pleased with 
the business he had just concluded as the lady 
seemed to be. "The safety of my building 
has yet to be learned ; but at any rate I have 
done your bidding," he said. 

" Yes, and you will not regret that you have 
done it," she answered gently. "You will 
not regret it," she repeated, in a sterner voice ; 
"though you do not believe what I tell you 
now, that, because you have done it, happiness 
and prosperity will be yours." 

She looked at him as she .said this, and 
O'Donnell at her looks felt confused ; for in- 
deed it was perfectly true that he did not be- 
lieve that any special prosperity would come 
to him on account of this night's work, and 
yet it seemed as if it would be ungracious to 
tell the banshee so to her face. So, for a mo- 
ment or two, he was silent and looked con- 
fused, and then — ^for it suddenly appeared to 
him that the figure of the phantom was grow- 
ing fainter, and his heart smote him that he 
should let her depart without one word of 
gratitude from him — ^all at once he put his 
hand out toward her, as if to arrest her van- 
ishing, and — 
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"Fair lady," he said, "if you are about to 
leave me, at least do not go before you take 
my thanks. It is true, I hardly know as yet 
of what service you have been to me, but you 
have seemed to be my friend. If seeming has 
been truth, I offer you such gratitude as a man 
ought." 

"And what is such gratitude worth?" the 
phantom sadly replied. "You do not believe 
in my friendship, O'Donnell. You are a man, 
and you are hard to convince, and your grati- 
tude is an unwilling gift — so take it back. I 
will wait for a day when you shall give it 
more freely — for a day when, perhaps, you 
may have learned what you owe to Doona 
Saan." 

" Nay, but, fair lady," O'Donnell hurriedly 
began ; but all at once, before Tie could say 
more, the banshee vanished. The figure sud- 
denly became formless, like a white cloud, and 
seemed to rise ; then almost in a moment more 
it had disappeared, as if it had melted into air, 
and O'Donnell was left alone, with his unspoken 
words upon his lips. 

An hour after sunrise, when the workmen 
came back, they found the chieftain at his 
post, and their yesterday's work untouched ; 
not a stone of the wall had become displaced. 
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" Go on with your building now, and let me 
hear no more fool's stories," O'Donnell said 
to them, sternly enough, and then he went his 
way; and though many a whisper passed 
among them as to what had befallen him dur- 
ing those hours that he had kept watch, the 
real story of that night never became known 
to them. 

But from that time forward the men worked 
undisturbed, and, as days and weeks passed, 
the castle walls rose higher and higher. " He 
must have beaten the devil that night, or made 
a compact with him," the workmen began to 
say to one another ; and as time went on, and 
not only in the building of his castle, but in all 
else that O'Donnell undertook, did he seem in 
a strange way to prosper, then they shook their 
heads and sai9, with more and more decision, 
"He must have made a compact with some 
spirit to befriend him, for good-fortune flows 
in upon him like the waters of a stream." 

But O'Donnell, you know, had made no com- 
pact with spirits either from above or below ; 
and if good-fortune came fast upon him, it was 
to nothing that he himself had done that he 
was beholden for it. Yet he knew that from 
this time good-fortune did come to him from 
every side, and often did he ponder in his 
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mind, whether, in truth, he owed his prosperity 
to the friendship of Doona Saan. He had not 
much desire to owe it to her, for he was a 
rough, blunt kind of man, who loved the com- 
mon, practical things of the world, and cared 
to do his daily work (and it was rude enough 
work often in those old fighting days), and 
cared for little else ; but yet, whether it was 
with his will, or whether it was against his 
will, his prosperity, and the protecting nature 
of the banshee's ghostly care of him, soon be- 
came two facts from which he could not es- 
cape. For, after his fii*st meeting with her, he 
saw her often ; he saw her, whether he would 
or not ; he could not be abroad after nightfall 
without feeling almost a certainty that, some- 
where or other, she would cross his path ; and 
never did she cross it but she had some good 
advice to give him, some warning to offer him, 
some help to tender to him. 

"In truth, good lady, you take too great 
pains about my business," O'Donnell would 
occasionally say to her ; for he was a man of 
an impatient temper, and, kind though she was, 
her somewhat officious visitations had a tend- 
ency at times to irritate him. " You take too 
much trouble about my welfare. I am a rough 
man, and accustomed to push my own way in 
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the world." But, though he would occasional- 
ly make some such ungracious speech as this to 
her, yet it produced but little eflfect upon her, 
so bent did she seem to be on serving him. 

It became, on the whole, to O'Donnell, as 
time went on, a rather embarrassing state of 
things ; for, to tell the truth, in the bottom of 
his heart he did not like banshees, and would 
rather by a great deal have had dealings with 
men and with women like himself — people who 
had warm blood in their veins — than with 
phantoms, however kind or fair; and yet he 
was driven into having constant dealings with 
this ghostly woman, and the gratitude that she 
forced him to feel obliged him in a sort to sub- 
mit to these dealings. In fact, he could not do 
otherwise than submit to them, for she showed 
herself to be his friend in a hundred ways, and 
gave better advice to him than he had ever 
been given in all his life before. He might, 
therefore, well be grateful to her. And yet be 
was a blunt, practical'sort of man, and, in spite 
of all his gratitude, her constant visits came in 
time to weary him. He grew tired of seeing 
her, and of receiving nightly counsel from her. 
She was wiser than he was by a great deal, 
and he perceived that clearly ; she was power- 
ful, and served him faithfully ; she was true, and 
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he was grateful to her; but yet he was a strong- 
willed man, and he did not love to be meddled 
with, either by spirits or by flesh and blood. 

"Have you learned yet to trust the ban- 
shee's friendship?" she would ask him some- 
times, and with all honesty and earnestness he 
would answer her that he had. But still, be- 
hind this answer, when he made it, there was 
always something more within his mind that 
he could not say, because he was ashamed — 
for he had learned, indeed, to trust the banshee, 
but he had learned to grow terribly weary of 
her too. 

So time went on, until O'Donnell had been 
in his new house for about a year. It hap- 
pened one evening at the year's end, as he was 
returning home, that, crossing a wood not far 
from the castle, he met an old man and his 
daughter, who stopped him, and prayed him 
to tell them where they were, for they were 
strangers, and had lost their way. 

"You are far here from any house but 
mine," O'Donnell answered them, when they 
told this story to him. " If you are strangers, 
you are welcome to tfie shelter of my roof^^ 
and to-morrow you will tell me where you 
want to go, and I will set you on your way." 

So they went home with him very willingly. 
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The next day, however, instead of continuing 
his journey, the old gentleman professed him- 
self to be so tired and foot-sore that any farther 
traveling would greatly disagree with him. 

" If I might rest here for a day or two long- 
er," he began to say to O'Donnell. 

"Good sir," O'Donnell interrupted him, " rest 
here while you please. The house is large 
enough to accommodate a score of travelers. 
You and your daughter are welcome to all the 
shelter it can give." 

So upon this the old man said that he would 
stay thankfully; and stay they did, not for a 
day or two only, but for week after week. 

He was a very feeble old man, and seemed 
to have little strength for journeying. "If 
it had not been for your goodness, noble sir," 
his daughter said to O'Donnell, " I think we 
should both have perished by the way-side." 

This daughter of the old man was a very 
beautiful young damsel, with dark bright eyes 
and silken hair, and a figure as light and grace- 
ful as a young fawn. She was gay and merry, 
and she soon made herself wonderfully at 
•home in O'Donnell's house. She was so clev- 
er that there seemed to be nothing that she 
could not do. She knew all about household 
matters, and could churn better butter and 
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bake better bread than ever had been churned 
or baked in the castle before. She could em- 
broider wonderful designs in tapestry, and tell 
stories over her work that forced you to listen 
to them whether you would or not, they were 
so strange and beautiful ; and then she could 
sing, so that they soon began to say about the 
house she could sing the heart out of men's 
breasts. And, with all this, she was so bright 
and cheery that she could make friends with 
every one; and if a cross word was said by 
any body, she had a way of turning it into 
jest ; and if any one were dull, she seemed to 
know how to make him gay again ; and she 
had a pleasant face, and a soft voice, and a 
sweet, enticing smile for every body, man or 
woman, in the house. She had them for 
O'Donriell, just as she had for all the rest; and 
if she sang most to him, and laughed and talk- 
ed with him the most, that was scarcely to be 
laid to her charge, since he encouraged her to 
do it. He was her host, and she was only a 
poor maiden resting for a little while in his 
house. " Surely if I can give you pleasure for 
a few moments by singing you my poor songs, 
I should be but too glad to sing them," she 
would sometimes say to him, lifting her beauti- 
ful dark eyes up to his face. 
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"So you have strangers in your house?" 
Doona Saan said to O'Donnell, on the first 
night that she saw him after the pair had es- 
tablished themselves in the castle. 

"Yes, there are strangers in the house," 
O'Donnell replied ; and then he told her the 
manner in which he had met the old man and 
his daughter, and how he had brought them 
home. "They will rest here for a day or 
two," he said, " for the old man is very weak- 
ly, and hardly fit to betake himself again to 
the road." 

Upon this the banshee looked grave, and 
shook her head. 

" See that he does not rest too long, O'Don- 
nell," she said, in a warning voice. 

" Nay, he must rest while it suits him to do 
so,"*0'Donnell quickly replied; and then he 
began to talk of something else, for there was 
something in the banshee's tone that he did not 
like, and he felt conscious that he himself was 
not in a humor to be meddled with. 

On this occasion, therefore, nothing more 
was said between them about the old man and 
his daughter. But every time that the ban- 
shee saw O'Donnell she always met him with 
the same inquiry, "Are the strangers with you 
yet?" until, after this question had been put to 
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him half a dozen times or more, at last he lost 
patience, and made a sharp answer to her. 

" Why do you go harping on in this way 
about the strangers? Is my very house not 
my own? Can I not so much as take a man 
and woman into it without your leave?" 

Doona Saan made no answer, when he said 
this, for a few moments; then she spoke in a 
sad, low voice. 

"Alasl O'Donnell, it would have been well 
for you and your house if you had never taken 
this man and woman into it They will bring 
sore trouble on you if you do not let them 

go." 

"I can not turn two strangers from my 
door," he answered, angrily, "let their staying 
bring upon me what it may." 

He spoke hotly, and almost fiercely, and 

would not listen to any further warning from 

her; and that day — because in this matter he 

would not endure her interference — he parted 

from her with sharp and bitter words; and his 

wrath waa so great against her for what she 

had said, and for the advice that she had given 

him, that for days afterward he never saw 

her again, but purposely avoided her, and gave 

himself up wholly to the delight of being with 

the stranger maiden, whose company had be- 

12 
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come by this time very sweet to the chieftain 
of the O^Donnells. 

This went on for some time, until at last a 
day came when he was hurriedly returning 
home after night had fallen. Since his last 
interview with Dopna Saan, he had purposely 
abstained from being out of his own castle after 
dark ; but this evening he had been detained 
late, and the sun had long set, and the stars 
had come out over the tops of Mount Erigal 
and Muckish before he turned his horse's head 
home. 

He was riding fast as he came near Donegal, 
for he felt a strong conviction that the banshee 
would be looking out for him, and would make 
an eflfort to stop him, and he said resolutely 
to himself that he would not be stopped ; so, 
when he neared the castle, he put spurs to his 
horse and rode on rapidly. But, determined 
as he had been to ride straight home, his de- 
termination did not avail to carry him there ; 
for suddenly out of the darkness there stole 
a white cloudy thing, and stood in his horse's 
path. All at once the animal reared, and fell 
back almost on its haunches, trembling all over. 

"Stand back, and let me get on!" cried 
O'Donnell, in a loud, harsh voice. 

But the banshee laid her hands upon the 
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horse's bridle, and the beast stood motionless, 
rooted to the earth like a rock. 

"You are just at your castle gate, and you 
have no such pressing need to reach home. 
Pause a moment while I speak to you. Have 
you taken my warning, or despised it ? O'Don- 
nell, have the strangers gone ?" 

"No, they have not gonel" he answered 
jSercely. 

"Alas! you do not know what you are do- 
ing I" she cried, half sorrowfully, half angrily ; 
" obstinate and blind, you are rushing on your 
ruin. Once more, before it is too late, I warn 
you, O'Donnell, if you keep that stranger wom- 
an beneath your roof, you lose me. The ban- 
shee will leave you, and protect you and your 
house no more." 

"Little loss that," answered he, laughing 
scornfully, and struck his horse with his whip ; 
but the animal only quivered, and did not 
move. 

O'Donnell set himself firm in his saddle, 
and raised his whip. 

"Doona Saan, you have been my torment 
ever since I saw you. I and my household 
want your interference no more. Begone from 
my castle gate — begone, or I will drive you 
hence ;" and seeing the figure still in its place 
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at his horse^s head, he struck at it once, twice; 
but the whip seemed to meet nothing save 
empty air. 

The third time he struck, adding therewith 
a great oath, there was heard a loud shriek — 
the banshee's cry, familiar in the history of the 
O'Donnells for years and years — and the fig- 
ure vanished. The chieftain stood in the mid- 
night moonlight before his solitary castle door. 

Next morning, a shepherd coming into the 
castle, declared that in the dim dawn he had 
seen a lady dressed in white sitting, weeping 
and wringing her hands, on a rock in White- 
goat Glen ; and an hour aft^er he had met the 
same lady going down the glen, still loudly la- 
menting, and driving before her three beauti- 
ful white goats. But when he spoke to her 
she never spoke to him; and when she came 
to a bend in the road whence the castle could 
be seen, she turned and looked back; then, 
with a loud unearthly cry, she and her goats 
disappeared. 

— Disappeared forever 1 Doona Saan and 
her three sons from that day were neither seen, 
nor heard more. 

O'Donnell married the stranger woman ; but 
she was a stranger; and she did not under- 
stand either him or his kin — ^Irish kin, with 
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the strong Irish feeling of blood and the strong 
dislike to every thing ' foreign and diflferent 
from itself. Consequently, there .were troubles 
enough within the castle, while without mis- 
fortune after misfortune came, following one 
another like waves of the sea. They beat him 
down, year after year, and made a shipwrecked 
man of him, the fierce young chieftain, who 
had. once been so brave and bold. 

Sometimes he thought to himself, as he grew 
old, "Doona Saan was right, after all." But 
he never mentioned her name. 

On the night of his death some looked for 
the white figure floating outside the castle 
window, and listened for the banshee's cry, as 
had been customary whenever an O'Donnell 
died. But nothing was heard or seen. In life 
and in death Doona Saan had forsaken him. 
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THE CASTLE IN THE LOUOK 

{A Legend of Donegal,) 

" Tj^ ATHER," little Dermot would say, " tell 
* Jj me something more about the castle in 
the Lough." 

Dermot M'Swyne was a little lad, with blue 
soft eyes and bright fair hair. He was the 
only son of Brian, the chief of the M'Swynes, 
and people used sometimes to say scornfully 
that he was a poor puny son to come of such 
a father, for he was not big and burly, as a 
M*Swyne ought to be, but slim and fair, and 
like a girl. However, Brian M*Swyne loved 
his fair- haired boy, and would have given 
up most other pleasures in the world for the 
pleasure of having the little fellow by his side 
and listening to his prattling voice. He was 
like his mother, those said who remembered 
the blue-eyed stranger whom Brian M*Swyne 
had brought home ten years before as his wife 
to Doe Castle, in Donegal, ai# who had pined 
there for a few years, and then died ; and per- 
haps it was for her sake that the child was. 
so dear to the rough old chief. He was never 
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tired of having the little lad beside him, and 
many a time he would carry him about and 
cradle him in his arms, and pass bis big fin- 
gers through the boy's golden curls, and let 
the little hands play with his beard. 

Sitting together in the fire-light on winter 
nights, while the peat fire was burning on the 
floor, and the wind, sweeping across Lough 
Eske, went wailing round the castle walls and 
sighing in the leafless trees, the boy would oft- 
en get his father to tell him stories of the coun- 
try side. There were many strange legends 
treasured up in the memories of all old inhab- 
itants of the place, wild stories of enchant- 
ments, or of fairies or banshees; and little 
Dermot would never tire of listening to these 
tales. Sometimes, when he had heard some 
only half-finished story, he would go dreaming 
on and on to himself about it, till he had woven 
an ending, or a dozen endings, to it in his own 
brain. 

But of all the tales to which he used to list- 
en there was one that perhaps, more than any 
other, he liked to hear — the story of the en- 
chanted castle swallowed up by Lough Bel- 
shade. There, down beneath the waters of the 
dark lough, into which he had looked so often, 
was the castle standing still, its gates and tow- 
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ers and walls all perfect, just as it had stood 
upon the earth, the very fires still alight that 
had been burning on its hearths, and — more 
wonderful than all — the people who had been 
sunk in it, though fixed and motionless in their 
enchanted sleep, alive too. It was a wonder 
of wonders; the child was never tired of 
thinking of it, and dreaming of the time in 
which the enchantment should be broken, 
and of the person who should break it; for, 
strangest of all, the story said that they must 
sleep until a M'Swyne should come and wake 
them. But what M*Swyne would do it? 
And how was it to be done? "Father," little 
Dermot would say, " tell me something more 
about the enchanted castle in the lough." 

The legend was thus : On the shores of the 
desolate lough there had once stood a great 
castle, where lived a beautiful maiden called 
Eileen. Her father was the chieftain of a clan, 
and she was his only child. Many young lov- 
ers sought her, but she cared for none of them. 
At last there came to the castle a noble-look- 
ing knight. He had traveled from a far 
country, he said, and he began soon to tell 
wonderful stories to Eileen of the beauty and 
the richness of that land of his ; how the skies 
there were always blue, and the sun always 
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shone, and lords and ladies lived, not in rough 
stone-hewn castles like these, but in palaces all 
bright with marbles and precious stones ; and 
how their lives were all a long delight, with 
music and dancing, and all pleasant things. 

Eileen listened while he told these tales to 
her, till she began to long to see his country ; 
and her heart yearned for something brighter 
and better than the sombre life she led by the 
shores of the dark lough ; and so when, after a 
time, the knight one day told her that he loved 
her, she gave him her promise to go to his 
home with him and marry him. 

She was very contented for a little while 
after she had promised to be the knight's wife, 
and spent nearly all her time in talking to her 
lover, and in picturing to herself the new and 
beautiful things that she was going to see. 
She was very happy, on the whole; though 
now and then, to tell the truth, as time went 
on, she began to be a little puzzled and sur- 
prised by certain things that the knight did, 
and certain odd habits that he had ; for, in 
fact, he had some very odd habits indeed, and, 
charming and handsome as he was, conducted 
himself occasionally in really quite a singular 
way. 

For instance, it was a curious fact that he 
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never could bear the sight of a dog; and if 
ever one came near him (and as there were a 
good many dogs about the castle, it was quite 
impossible to keep them from coming near 
him now and then) he would set his teeth, and 
rise slowly from his seat, and begin to make 
a low hissing noise, craning his neck forward, 
and swelling and rounding his back in such 
an extraordinary way, that the first time Eileen 
saw him doing it she thought he was going to 
have a fit, and was quite alarmed. 

" Oh dear, I — I'm afraid you're ill ?" she ex- 
claimed, getting upon her feet and feeling very 
uneasy. 

"No, no, it's only — it's only — the dog," 
gasped the knight, gripping his seat with both 
hands, as if it needed the greatest effort to 
keep himself still. "Hiss — s — s — si I've 
such a terrible dislike to dogs. It's — it's in 
my family," said the poor young man; and he 
could not recover his composure at all till the 
little animal that had disturbed him was car- 
ried away. 

Then he had such a strange fashion of 
amusing himself in his own room where he 
slept. It was a spacious room, hung all round 
with arras ; and often, after all the household 
had gone to bed, those who slept nearest to 
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the knight were awakened out of their, sleep 
by the noise he made in running up and down, 
and here and there; scudding about over the 
floor, and even — ^as far as could be guessed by 
the sounds— clambering up the walls, just as 
though, instead of being a gracious high-bred 
young gentleman, he had been the veriest tom- 
boy. 

"I fear, Sir Knight, you do not always rest 
easily in your apartment," Eileen's old father 
said to him one morning after he had been 
making even more disturbance of this sort 
than usual. "We have rough ways here in 
the North, and perhaps the arrangement of 
your sleeping quarters is not exactly to your 
liking?" 

But the knight, when he began to say this, 
interrupted him hastily, and declared that he 
had never slept more comfortably in any room 
in his life, or more peacefully, he said ; he was 
seldom conscious of even so much as awaken- 
ing once. Of course, when he said this, Eileen 
and her father could only open their eyes, and 
come to the conclusion that the poor young 
knight was a somnambulist, and afflicted with 
the habit of running and leaping in his sleep. 

Again, too, out-of-doors, it was very odd how 
it aflfected him to hear the birds sing. When- 
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ever they began their songs, all sorts of nerv- 
ous twitchings would come over him, and he 
would lick his lips, and make convulsive move- 
ments with his hands ; and his attention would 
become so distracted that he would quite lose 
the thread of his discourse if he were talking, 
or the thread of Eileen's, if she were talking to 
him. " It is because I enjoy hearing them so 
much," he said once ; and of course when he 
said so Eileen could only believe him; yet 
she could not help wishing he would show his 
pleasure in some other way than this curious 
one of setting his teeth and rolling his eyes, 
and looking much more as if he wanted to eat 
the birds than to listen to them. 

Still, in spite of these and a good many 
other peculiarities, the young knight was very 
charming, and Eileen was very fond of him. 
They used to spend the happiest days togeth- 
er, wandering about the wild and beautiful 
country, often sitting for hours on the rocky 
shores of the dark lough, looking into the deep 
still water at their feet. It was a wild, roman- 
tic, lonely place, shut out from the sunlight by 
great granite clif& that threw their dark weird 
shadows over it. 

" Do you know there is a prophecy that our 
castle shall stand one day here in the middle 
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of the lough ?" Eileen said, laughing, once. " I 
don't know how it is to be done, but we are to 
be planted somehow in the middle of the water. 
That is what the people say. I shouldn't like 
to live here then. How gloomy it would be 
to have those great shadows always over us!" 
and the girl shivered a little, and stole her 
hand into her lover's, and they began to talk 
about the far different place where she should 
live ; his beautiful palace, far away in the sun- 
ny country beyond the sea. She was never 
weary of hearing about the new place and new 
life that she was going to, and all the beauty 
and happiness that were going to be hers. 

So time went on, until at last the day be- 
fore the marriage-day cama Eileen had been 
showing het lover jdl her ornaments ; she had 
a great number of very precious ones, and, to 
please him and amuse herself, she had been 
putting them all on, loading herself with arm- 
lets, and bracelets, and heavy chains of gold, 
such as the old Irish princesses used to wear, 
till she looked as gorgeous as a princess her- 
self. 

It was a sunny summer day, and she sat 
thinking to herself, " My married life will be- 
gin so soon now — the new, beautiful, strange 
life — and I will wear these ornaments in the 
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midst of it ; but where every thing else is so 
lovely, will he think me then as lovely as he 
does now ?" ^ 

Presently she glanced up, with a little shy- 
ness and a little vanity, just to see if he was 
looking at and thinking of her; but as she 
lifted up her head, instead of finding that his 
eyes were resting on her, she found — 

Well, she found that the knight was certain- 
ly, not thinking of her one bit. He was sit- 
ting staring fixedly at one corner of the apart- 
ment, with his lips working in the oddest fash- 
ion ; twitching this way and that, and parting 
and showing his teeth, while he was clawing 
with his hands the chair on which he sat 

" Dear me !" said Eileen, rather sharply and 
pettishly, " what is the matter with*you ?" 

Eileen spoke pretty crossly ; for, as she had 
on various previous occasions seen the knight 
conduct himself in this sort of way, her feeling 
was less of alarm at the sight of him than sim- 
ply of annoyance that at this moment, when 
she herself had been thinking of him so ten- 
derly, he could be giving his attention to any 
other thing. " What is the matter with you?" 
she said ; and she raised herself in her chair 
and turned round her head to see if she could 
perceive any thing worth looking at in thait 
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corner into which the knight was staring al- 
most as if the eyes would leap out of his head. 

" Why, there's nothing there but a mouse !" 
she said, contemptuously, when she had looked 
and listened for a moment, and heard only a 
little faint scratching behind the tapestry. 

" No, no, I believe not ; oh Ho, nothing but 
a mouse," replied the knight, hurriedly; but 
still he did not take his eyes from the spot, 
and he moved from side to side in his chair, 
and twitched his head from right to left, and 
looked altogether as if he hardly knew what 
he was about. 

^' And I am sure a mouse is a most harmless 
thing," said Eileen. 

"Harmless? Oh I delicious!" replied the 
knight, with so much unction that Eileen, in 
her turn, opened her eyes and stared. " Deli- 
cious ! quite delicious !" murmured the knight 
again. 

But after a moment or two more, all at once 
he seemed to recollect himself, and made a 
great effort, and withdrew his eyes from the 
corner where the mouse was still making a lit- 
tle feeble scratching, and — 

"I mean, a — a most interesting animal," 
he said. " I have always felt with regard to 
mice — " 
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Bnt just at this instant the mou&e poked out 
his little head from beneath the tapestry, and 
the knight leaped to his feet as if he was shot 

"Hiss— s — s! skier — r — rl hiss — s — s — si" 
he cried ; and — could Eileen believe her eyes ? 
— ^for one instant she saw the knight flash past 
her, and then there was nothing living in the 
room beside her but a great black cat clinging 
by his claws half-way up the arras, and a little 
brown mouse between his teeth. 

Of course the only thing that Eileen could 
do was to faint, and so she fainted, and it was 
six hours before she came to herself again. In 
the mean time nobody in the world knew what 
had happened ; and when she opened her eyes 
and began to cry out about a terrible black 
cat, they all thought she had gone out of her 
mind. 

" My dear child, I assure you there is no 
such thing in the house as a black cat," her 
father said uneasily to her, trying to soothe 
her in the best way he could. 

" Oh yes, he turned into a black cat," cried 
Eileen. 

^'•Who turned into a black cat?" cried her 
father. 

" The knight did," sobbed Eileen. 

And then the poor old father went out of 
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the room, thinkiDg that his daughter was go- 
ing mad. 

" She is quite beside herself; she says that 
you are not a man, but a cat," he said, sorrow- 
fully, to the young knight, whom he met stand- 
ing outside his daughter's room. "What in 
the world could have put such thoughts into 
her hea^I Not a thing will she talk about 
but black cats." 

"Let me see her; I will bring her to her 
right mind," said the knight. 

"I doubt it very much," replied the chief; 
but as he did not know what else to do, he let 
him go into the room, and the k#lght went in 
softly and closed the door, and went up to the 
couch on which Eileen lay. She lay with her 
eyes closed, and with all her gold chains still 
upon her neck and arms ; and the knight, be- 
cause he trod softly, had come quite up to her 
side before she knew that he was there. But 
the moment she opened her eyes and saw him, 
she gave such a scream that it quite made him 
leap ; and if he had not bolted the door, every 
creature in the castle would have rushed into 
the room at the sound of it. Fortunately for 
him, however, he had bolted the door ; and as 
it was a very stout door, made of strong oak, 

Eileen might have screamed for an hour be- 

13 
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fore any body could have burst it open. As 
soon, therefore, as the knight had recovered 
from the start she gave him, he quietly took a 
chair and sat down by her side. 

" Eileen," he said, beginning to speak at 
once — for probably he felt that the matter 
he had come to mention was rather a painful 
and a delicate one, and the more quickly he 
could get over what he had to say the better 
— "Eileen, you have unhappily to-day seen 
me under — ahem! — under an unaccustomed 
shape — " 

He had only got so far as this, when Eileen 
gave anotheiUfehriek, and covered her face with 
her hands. 

"I say," repeated the knight, in a tone of 
some annoyance, and raising his voice, for 
Eileen was making such a noise that it was 
really necessary to speak pretty loudly; "I 
say you have unfortunately seen me to-day 
under a shape that you were not prepared for; 
but I have come, my love, to assure you that 
the — the transformation — was purely accident- 
al — a mere blunder of a moment — an occur- 
rence that shall never be repeated in your 
sight. Look up to me again, Eileen, and do 
not let this eve of our marriage-day — " 

But what the kaight h^id got to say about 
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the eve of their marriage -day Eileen never 
heard, for as soon as he had reached these 
words she gave another shriek so loud that 
he jumped upon his seat. 

*'Do you think that I will ever marry a 
black cat?" cried Eileen, fixing her eyes with 
a look of horror on his face. • 

" Eileen, take care !" exclaimed the knight, 
sternly. " Take care how you anger me, or it 
will be the worse for you." 

" The worse for me ! Do you think I am 
afraid of you?" said Eileen, with her eyes all 
flashing, for she had a high enough spirit, and 
was not going to allow herself to be forced to 
marry a black cat, let the knight say what he 
would. She rose from her couch, and would 
have sprung to the ground, if all at once the 
knight had not bent forward and taken her by 
her hand. 

" Eileen," said the knight, holding her fast, 
and looking into her face, "Eileen, will you be 
my wife?" 

" I would sooner die !" cried Eileen. 

" Eileen," cried the knight, passionately, " I 
love you I Do not break your promise to me. 
Forget what you have seen. I am a power- 
ful magician. I will make you happy. I will 
give you all you wa»rt. Be^fcy wife." 
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" Never I" cried Eileen. 

" Then you have sealed your fate 1" exclaim- 
ed the knight fiercely ; and suddenly he rose 
and extended his arms, and said some strange 
words that Eileen did not understand ; and all 
at once it appeared to her as if some thick 
whit# pall were spreading over her, and her 
eyelids began to close, and involuntarily she 
sank back. 

Once more, but as if in a dream, she heard 
the knight's voice. 

" If you do not become my wife," he said, 
"you shall never be the wife of any living 
man. The black cat can hold his own. Sleep 
here till another lover comes to woo you." 

A mocking laugh rang through the room — 
and then Eileen heard no more. It seemed to 
her that her life was passing away. A strange 
feeling came to her, as if she were sinking 
through the air ; there was a sound in her ears 
of rushing water; and then all recollection 
and all consciousness ceased. 

Some travelers passing that evening by the 
lough gazed at the spot on which the castle 
had stood, and rubbed their eyes in wild sur- 
prise, for there was no castle there, but only 
a bare tract of desolate, waste ground. The 
prophecy had been fulfilled; the castle had 
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been lifted up from its foundations aud sunk 
in the waters of the lough. 

This was the story that Dermot used to list- 
en to as he sat in his father's hall on winter 
nights — a wild old story, very strange, and 
sweet, too, as well as strange. For they were 
living still, the legend always said — the chief 
and his household, and beautiful Eileen ; not 
dead at all, but only sleeping an enchanted 
sleep, till some one of the M*Swynes should 
come and kill the black cat who guarded 
them, and set them free. Under those dark, 
deep waters, asleep for three hundred years, 
lay Eileen, with all her massive ornaments on 
her neck and arms, and red-gold Irish hair. 
How often did the boy think of her, and pic- 
ture to himself the motionless face, with its 
closed, waiting eyes, and yearn to see it. 
Asleep there for three hundred years! His 
heart used to burn at the imagination. In all 
these centuries had no M*Swyne been found 
bold enough to find the black cat and kill 
him ? Could it be so hard a thing to kill a 
black cat? the little fellow thought. 

"Td kill him myself if only I had the 
chance," he said one day ; and when he said 
that his father laughed. 
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"Ay, my lad, you might kill him if you 
had the chance — but how would you get the 
chance ?" he asked him. " Do you think the 
magician would be fool enough to leave his 
watch over the lough, and put himself in your 
way? Kill him? Yes, we could any of us 
kill him if we could catch him ; but three hun- 
dred years have passed away, and nobody has 
ever caught him yet." ' 

" Well, I may do it some day, when I am 
grown a man," Dermot said. 

So he went on dreaming oyer the old le- 
gend, and weaving out of his own brain an 
ending to it What if it should be, indeed, his 
lot to awake Eileen from her enchanted sleep? 
He used to wander often by the shores of the 
dark little lough and gaze into the shadowy 
waters. Many a time, too, he would sail across 
them, leaning down over his boat's side, to try 
in vain to catch some glimpse of the buried 
castle's walls or towers. Once or twice — it 
might have been mere fancy — but it seemed to 
him as if he saw some dark thing below the 
surface, and he would cry aloud—" The cat ! 
I see the black cat 1" But they only laughed 
at him when he returned home and said this. 
"It was only a big fish at the bottom of the 
water, my boy," his father would ^epl3^ 
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When he was a boy he talked of this story 
often, and was never weary of asking questions 
concerning it ; but presently, as he grew older, 
he grew more reserved and shy, and when 
he spoke about Eileen the color used to come 
into his cheek. " Why, boy, are you falling 
in love with her?" his father said to him one 
day. "Are there not unbewitched maidens 
enough to please you on the face of the earth, 
but you must take a fancy to a bewitched one 
lying asleep at the bottom of the lough ?" and 
he laughed aloud at him. After that day Der- 
mot never spoke of Eileen in his father's hear- 
ing. But, although he ceased to speak of her, 
yet only the more did he think and dream 
about her ; and the older he grew, the less did 
he seem to care for any of those unbewitched 
maidens of whom his father had talked ; and , 
the only niaiden of whom he thought with 
love and longing was this one who lay asleep 
in the enchanted castle in the lough. 

So the years passed on, and in time Dermot's 
father died, and the young man became chief- 
tain of his clan. He was straight and tall, 
with blue, clear eyes, and a frank, fair face. 
Some of the M*Swynes, who were a rough, 
burly race, looked scornfully on him, and said 
that he was fitter to make love to ladies than 
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to head men in a battle-field; but they wrong- 
ed him when they said that, for no braver sol- 
dier than Dermot had ever led their clan. He 
was both brave and gentle too, and courteous, 
and tender, and kind ; and as for being only 
fit to make love to ladies — why, making love to 
ladies was almost the only thipg he never did. 

"Are you not going to bring home a wife to 
the old house, my son," said his foster-mother, 
an old woman who had lived with him all her 
life. " Before I die I'd love to dandle a child 
of yours upon my knee." 

But Dermot only shook his head. "My 
wife, I fear, will be hard to win. I may have 
to wait for her all my days." And then, after 
a little while, when the old woman still went 
on talking to him, "How can I marry when 
. my love has been asleep these three hundred 
years ?" 

This was the first time that he had spoken 
about Eileen for many a day, and the old 
nurse had thought, like every body else, that 
he had forgotten that old legend and all the 
foolish fancies of his youth. 

She was sitting at her spinning-wheel, but 
she dropped the thread, and folded her hands 
sadly on her knees. 

" My son, why think on her that's as good 
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as dead? Even if you could win her, would 
you take a bewitched maiden to be your wife ?" 

It was a summer's day, and Dermot stood 
looking far away through the sunshine toward 
where, though he could not see it, the enchant- 
ed castle lay. He had stood in that same place 
a thousand times, looking toward it, dreaming 
over the old tale. 

For several minutes he made no answer to 
what the old woman had said; then all at 
once he turned round to her. 

*' Nurse," he said, passionately, "I have 
adored her for twenty years. Ever since I 
first stood at your knees, and you told me of 
her, she has been the one love of my heart. 
Unless I can marry her, I will never marry 
any woman in this world." He came to the 
old woman's side, and, though he was a full- 
grown man, he put his arms about her neck. 
" Nurse, you have a keen woman's wit ; can 
not you help me with it ?" he said. " I have 
wandered round the lough by day and night, 
and challenged the magician to come and try 
his power against me, but he does not hear me, 
or he will not come. How can I reach him 
through those dark cruel waters, and force him 
to come out of them and fight with me ?" 

"Foolish lad!" the old woman said. She 
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was a wise old woman, but she believed as 
much as every body else did in the legend of 
the castle in the lough. " What has he to gain 
that he need come up and fight with you?" 
" Do you think the black cat's such a fool as 
to heed your ranting and your challenging?" 

"But what else can I do?" 

The old woman took her thread into her 
hands again, and sat spinning for two or three 
minutes without answering a word. She was 
a sensible old woman, and it seemed to her a 
sad pity that a fine young man like her foster- 
son should waste his life in pining for the love 
of a maidep who had lain asleep and enchanted 
for three hundred years. Yet the nurse loved 
him so dearly that she could not bear to cross 
him in any thing, or to refuse to do any thing 
that he asked. So she sat spinning and think- 
ing for a little while, and then said : 

" It was a mouse that made him show him- 
self in his own shape first, and it's few mice he 
can be catching, I guess, down in the bottom 
of the lough. I'll tell you what I'll do. I'll 
give you half a dozen mice in a bag to-morrow, 
and you can let them loose when you get to the 
water-side, and see if that will bring him up." 

Well, Dermot did not think .very much of 
this plan ; but still, as he had asked the old 
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woman to help him, he felt that he could not 
avoid taking her advice; and so the next 
morning his nurse gave him a bag with half a 
dozen mice in it, and he carried it with him to 
the lough. But, alas! as soon as ever he had 
opened the bag, all the six mice rushed away like 
lightning, and were out of sight in a moment. 

" That chance is soon ended," Dermot said 
mournfully to himself; so he took .back the 
empty bag to his nurse, and told her what had 
happened. 

"You goose, why didn't you let them out 
one by one ?" inquired she. "Sure they woi^ld 
run when you opened the bag. You should 
have made play with them." 

"To be sure, so I should; but I never 
thought of that. I'll do better next time." 

So next day the woman brought him the 
bag again, "filled this time with fat rats, and he 
took it to the lough, and laid it down at the 
water-side, and bpened the mouth of it just 
wide enough for one of the rats to put out 
his nose ; and then he sat and watched, and 
.watched, letting the rats run away one by one; 
but though he sat watching for the whole day, 
not a sign did he ever see of the black cat. 
At last he came disconsolately home again, 
with the empty bag on his shoulder. 
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" Never mind, my son, we'll try something 
else to-morrow," said nurse, cheerfully. So 
next morning she brought him a fishing-rod, 
and a large piece of toasted cheese. '^ Take 
this to the lough and bait your hook with it," 
she said, " and see if the black cat won't come 
up and take a bite. All cats like cheese."* 

Dermot went immediately to the lough, 
baited his hook, and threw the line out into 
the water. After a few minutes his heart 
gave a great jump, for he felt a sudden pull at 
the line. He drew it in softly and cautiously; 
but when he got it to the water's edge there 
was nothing on his hook but a large flat fish 
— and the toasted cheese had all broken away 
and was gone. 

" What a foolish old woman, to give me 
toasted cheese to put into water!" he said to 
himself; then he heaved a sigh, threw the fish 
into his bag, and once more went sadly away. 

" I dare say the villain of a cat has break- 
fasted nicely oflF the toasted cheese without the 
trouble of coming for it," he said, bitterly, when 
he got home. 

" Never mind ; we'll maybe have better luck 
to-morrow," replied the nurse. " I dreamed a 
dream, and in the dream I thought of some- 
thing else to do." 
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So, early next morning, she brought a fiat 
black pig. 

"What in the world am I to do with this?" 
said Dermot, sharply. 

"Ah, now, be easy, my dear," said the old 
woman, coaxingly. "Just take it down to the 
lough, and roast it there, and sure when the 
cat smells the fine smejl of it he'll come up for 
a taste." 

Now Dermot was getting rather tired of do- 
ing all these odd things; and though he had 
readily gone to the lough with the mice and 
the rats and the toasted cheese, yet he did not 
at all relish the notion of carrying a live pig 
across the country with him for two or three 
miles. However, he was very good-natured, 
and so, although he did not himself think that 
any good would come of it, after a little \^hile 
he let his nurse persuade him to take the pig. 
The old woman tied a string about its leg, and 
he took it to the lough, and as soon as he got 
there he collected some sticks and peat together, 
and, building up a good big fire, set light to it. 
Then he killed the pig with his hunting-knife, 
and hung it up before the fire to roast. Pres- 
ently a most savory smell began to fill the air. 

Dermot withdrew a little way, sat down be- 
hind a jutting piece of rock, and watched, his 
eyes never leaving the smooth surface of the 
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lough; but minute after minute passed, and 
not the slightest movement stirred it. From 
time to time he made up his fire afresh, and 
turned his pig from side to side. The whole 
air around grew full of the smell of roasting 
meat, so savory that, being hungry, it made 
Dermot's own mouth water; but still — there 
lay the lough, quiet an4 smooth, and undis- 
turbed as glass, with only the dark shadows 
of the silent rocks lying across it. 

At last the pig was cooked and ready, and 
Dermot rose and drew it from the fire. 

" I may as well make my own dinner off 
it," he thought, sorrowfully, to himself, "for 
nobody else will come to have a share of it. 
So he took his knife and cut himself a juicy 
slice, and sat down again, concealing himself 
behind the rock, with his bow and arrow by 
his side, and had just lifted the first morsel to 
his lips, when — 

Down fell the untasted meat upon the 
ground, and his heart leaped to his lips, for 
surely something at last was stirring the wa- 
ter! The oily surface had broken into circles ; 
there was a movement, a little splash, a sud- 
den vision of something black. A moment or 
two he sat breathlessly gazing: and then — 
was he asleep, or was he waking, and really 
saw it? — he saw above the water a black cat's 
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head. Black head, black paws put out to 
swim, black back, black tail. 

Dermot took his bow up in his hand, and 
tried to fit an arrow to if; but his hand shook, 
and for a few moments he could not draw. 
Slowly the creature swam to the water's edge, 
and, reaching it, planted its feet upon the earth, 
and looked warily, with green, watchful eye, all 
round; then, shaking itself — and the waiter 
seemed to glide off its black fur as oflF a duck's 
back — ^it licked its lips, and, giving one great 
sweep into the air, it bounded forward to 
where the roasted pig was smoking on the 
ground. For a moment Dermot saw it, with 
its tail high in the air, and its tongue stretched 
out to lick the crackling ; and then, sharp and 
sure, whizz I went an arrow from his bow; 
and the next moment, stretched flat upon the 
ground, after one great dismal howl, lay the 
man-cat, or cat-man, with an arrow in his heart. 

Dermot sprang to his feet, and, rushing to 
the creature's side, caught him by the throat ; 
but he was dead already : only the great, wide- 
opened, green, fierce eyes seemed to shoot out an 
almost human look of hatred and despair, before 
they closed forever. The young chieftain took 
up the beast, looked at it,, and with all his might 
flung it from him into the lough; then, turning 
round, he stretched his*arms out passionately. 
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"Eileen! Eileen!" he cried aloud; and as 
though that word had broken the spell, all at 
once — oh, wonderful sight! — the enchanted 
castle began to rise, l^^&r it rose, and high- 
er; one little turret first; then pinnacles and 
tower and roof; then strong stone walls ; un- 
til, complete, it stood upon the surfece of the 
lough like a strange floating ship. And then, 
slowly and gently, it drifted to the shore, and 
rising at the water's edge, glided a little 
through the air, and sank at last upon the 
earth, fixing itself firmly down once more 
where it had stood of old, as if its foundations 
never had been stirred through the whole of 
those three hundred years. 

With his heart beating fast, Dermot stood 
gazing as if he could never cease to gaze. It 
was a lovely summer day, and all the land- 
scape round him was bathed in sunlight. The 
radiance shone all over the gray castle walls, 
and made each leaf on every tree a golden 
glory. It shone on bright flowers blooming 
in the castle garden ; it shone on human fig- 
ures that began to live and move. Breathless 
and motionless, Dermot watched them. He 
was not close to them, but near enough to see 
them in their strange quaint dresses, passing 
to and fro, like figures that had started from 
some painted picture of a by-gone age. The 
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place grew full of them. They poured out 
from the castle gates; they gathered into 
groups ; they spread themselves abroad ; they 
streamed out from the castle right and left. 
Did they know that they had been asleep? 
Apparently not, for each man went on with 
his natural occupation, as if he had but paused 
over it a miuute to take breath. A hum of 
voices filled the air ; Dermot heard strange ac- 
cents, almost like those of an unknown tongue, 
mingled with the sound of laughter. Three 
hundred years had passed away, and yet they 
did not seem to know it; busily they went 
about their sports or labors — as calmljr and 
unconsciously as if they never had been inter- 
rupted for an hour. 

And, in the midst of all, where was Eileen? 
The young chieftain stood looking at the 
strange scene before him, with his heart beat- 
ing high and fast He had killed the cat, he 
had broken the enchantment, he had awakened 
the castle from its sleep, but what was to come 
next? Did the prophecy, which said that a 
M*Swyne should do this, say also that, for do- 
ing it, he should be given a reward ? 

Nay, it said nothing more. The rest was 

all a blank. But was there, then, to be no re* 

ward for him ? Dermot stood suddenly erect, 

14 
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and crushed down a certain faintness that had 
been rising in his heart. The prophecy, in- 
deed, said nothing ; but he . would carve out 
the rest of his destiny for himself. 

And so he carved it out. He went straight 
through the unknown people to the castle 
garden, and found — was it what he sought? 
He found a lady gathering flowers — a lady in 
a rich dress, with golden armlets, bracelets, and 
head-ornaments — such as are now only discov- 
ered in tombs. But she was not dead; she 
was alive, and young. For she turned round, 
and, after his life's patient waiting, Dermot 
saw Eileen's face. 

And then — what more? Well, need I tell 
the rest? What ending could the story have 
but one? Of course he made her love him, 
and they married, and lived, and died. That 
was the whole. They were probably happy — 
I do not know. You may see the little lough 
still in that wild country of Donegal, and the 
deep dark waters that hid the enchanted castle 
beneath them for so many years. As for the 
castle itself — that, I think, has crumbled away ; 
and the^whole story is only a story legend — one 
of the pretty, foolish legends of the old times. 

THE END. 




A SERIES 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX," 

AND OTHERS. 

Messrs. Harper & Brothers beg to announce 
that they have completed arrangements with the 
Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman," for the pub- 
lication, at short intervals, of a Series of Books 
specially prepared for Girls — girls of all ages 
between eight and eighteen. The Volumes will 
be beautifully printed, and handsomely and uni- 
formly bound in Cloth extra, with Illustrations 
after original designs by Frolich, Sydney Hall, and 
other artists. They will be admirably suited for 
Families and School and Birthday Presents. 



ADDRESS. 

I am told every where of the great want there is of Girls' 
Books. For boys and little children there are plenty, but for 
growing-up girls, the mothers of the next generation, almost 
none ; none, at least, that can give them, at their most im- 
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pressible age, a true impression of what life is and what it 
may be made. 

People seem to think that " any body " can write for the 
yowig ; whereas there are few kinds of writing more difficult. 
It requires, first, that utmost art, ars cdare artem ; next, quick 
sympathy, large experience, and exceeding caution. Yet all 
these at times £ul,for lack of some mysterious key to that 
most mysterious piece of God's handiwork — an opening hu- 
man soul. 

I have written books for twenty-four years ; books which 
— I say it not in vanity, but in solemn, thankful pride — ^have 
been read half over the world, and translated into most Eu- 
ropean languages. Yet it is less as an author than as a wom- 
an and a mother that I rest my claim to edit this Series ; to 
choose the sort of books that ought to be written for girls, 
and sometimes to write them. 

I leave myself the widest range of selection, both as to sul>- 
jects and authors ; merely saying that the books will set forth 
the opinions of no clique — I belong to noi:ie ; nor will they 
advocate any special theological creed — ^I believe only in 
Christianity. Indeed, there will be as little " preaching " in 
them as possible ; for the wisest sermon is usually a silent 
one— example. But they will be, morally and artistically, 
the best books I can find, and will contain the experience of 
the best women of all countries, used for the benefit of the 
generation to come. 

As for me, I was once a girl myself, and I have a little girl 
of my own. I think both mothers and girls may trust me 
that I will do my best. 

THE AUTHOR OF ''JOHN HALIFAX^ 



Books for Girls, 



1. LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLIDAY. A 

Picture from Life. By the Author of " John Halifax, 
Gentleman.'' With Illustrations by Frolich. i6mo, 
Cloth, 90 cents. 

This is the first volume of a series of books intended for girls. Miss 
Mulock has been appointed editor, and a better selection could not have 
been made, her pure taste, hearty, earnest, sympathetic nature, and laige. 
experience especially qualifying her for the work of addressing the rising 
female generation. Very appropriately she leads off the series with a 
story of her own, which will especially interest the younger portion of 
the clientele in whose behalf the publishers have projected their enter- 
prise. '* Little Sunshine " is a bright, lovable, and quite human child of 
some three years, who is taken by her parents on .a holiday trip of a 
month. What she saw and what she did, the pleasure her parents pro- 
vided for her, how she enjoyed -them, and how she repaid their fond care, 
Miss Mulock narrates in a simple, lively fashion that can not but prove 
^resistible with the little ones, while the story, whether read to or by 
them, will leave a good impression. The book is issued in handsome 
style, rendering it peculiarly suitable for gift purposes. — Philadelphia 
Inquirer. 

Will certainly afford delight to all who love children, and many a 
mother will find in the sweet little hei^oine, with her yellow hair and 
winning ways, a portraiture of her own sunny child.-— A*. K Evening 
Post, 

An exquisite little story, written by a woman who has studied well and 
carefully that wonderful piece of God*s handiwork, an opening human 
soul. No woman now living is perhaps so well fitted to fulfill the plan 
and supply what has long been felt to be a real want — ^a good, pure, 
sensible library for girls of all ages. — Christian Union. 

2. THE CO USIN FROM INDIA. By Georg- 

lANA M. Craik. Illustrated i6mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 

"The Cousin firom India" by turns is amusing and tender, moving 
the reader to laughter and to tears. The neat and demure-looking damsel 
who has come to live with her cousins soon proves herself mischievous 
and naughty, wild and deceitful ; but the inflaences of her new home, 
and of loving Davie in particular, make their impression upon a heart 
which is not altogether hard, and before the story has ended Efiie has 
b^^n a better life. The book will be a fiivorite with girls and boys 
alike. — Congregaticnalisi, 

Is the story of a little girl, wild, untaught, and lawless, who makes an 
irruption into a family of quiet, well-bred children ; and the consequent 
commotions that ensue provoke alternately to laughter and tears. 
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Sweet, suffering little Davie*js influence over the half-savage cousin is 
delightfully drawn, and in all the range of children's literature it would 
be hard to find any thing more touchingly beautiful than the story of the 
long weeks of illness and death. Throughout the. whole volume there is 
a comprehension of and sympathy with child thought and feeling that 
are almost as rare out of books as they are in. We wish that every little 
girl of nine or ten, and every mother of such little girl, might have the 
chance of reading this bool^. — Advance. 

" The Cousin from India " is a very interesting story of a pretematu- 
*raUy clever and wicked little minx, who made her appearance in the 
quiet &mily of her good aunt to make mischief and trouble, and in the 
long run to get converted from her wicked ways by the suffering and 
death of one of her little play-fellows, and to be put in the way of becom- 
ing a good and thoughtful as well as brilliant girl after all. The story 
is exceedingly well contrived, the character of the mischievous Effie 
being drawn with unusual skill. — N. V. Times. 



3. TWENTY YEARS AGO. From the Journal 

of a Girl in her Teens. Edited by the Author of "John 
Halifax, Gentleman." i6mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 

It is a genuine account of girl-experiences in Paris just after the ac- 
cession of Napoleon III. The book is written with so much knowledge 
of the world, and such comprehension of subjects generally tabooed, or 
looked at only through colored glasses, by girls in their teens, that, with- 
out the editor»s assurance, we should have supposed that it had been 
written by some one of wider experience, and more practiced in literary 
workmanship.— ^jirtf»M*«*r, London. 

The most charming story for girls we have met in many a day.— 
World.lH.Y. 

4. IS IT TRUE ? Tales, Curious and Wonder- 

ful, collected by the Author of "John Halifax, Gen- 
tleman." i6mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 



Harpbr & Brothers will send either of the ahove works by 
mail^ postage prepaid^ to any part of the United 
States, on receipt of<jp cents. 
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THE FRANCONIA STORIES. 

By Jacob Abbott. In Ten Volumes. Beautifully Illus- 
trated. 16mo, Cloth, 90 cents per Vol. ; the set complete, 
in case, $9 00. 

1. Malle^ille. 6. Stuyvesant. 

2. Mary BeU. 7. Agnes. 

3. Ellen Linn. 8. Mary Erskine. 

4. "Wallace. 9. Rodolphus. 

5. Beechnut. 10. Caroline. 



MARCO PAUL SERIES. 

Sfarco Paul's Voyages and Travels in the Pursuit of 
Knowledge. By Jacob Abbott. Beautifully Blnstrated. 
Complete in 6 Volumes, 16mo, Cloth, 90 cents per Volume. 
Price of the set, in case, $5 40. 

In Ne^tr 7ork. In Boaton. 

On the Erie CanaL At the Springfield Arm- 

In the Forests of Maine. ory. 
In Vermont. 



RAINBOW AND LUCKY SERIES. 

By Jacob Abbott. Beautifully Illustrated. 16mo, 
Cloth, 90 cents each. 

Handle. Selling Lucky. 

Rainbo^v's Journey. Up the River. 

The Three Pines. 



YOUNG CHRISTIAN SERIES. 

By Jacob Abbott. In Four Volumes. Richly Illus- 
trated with Engravings, and Beautifully Bound. 12mo, 
Cloth, $1 75 per VoL The set complete, Cloth, $7 00 ; in 
Half Calf, $14 00. 

1. The T'oung Christian. 

2. The Comer Stone. 

8. The Way to Do Good. 
4. Hoaryhead and M'Donner. 
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HARPER'S STORY BOOKS. 

A Series of Narratives, Biographies, and Tales, for the In- 
struction and Entertainment of the Yoiing. By Jacob Ab- 
bott. Embellished with more than One Thousand beauti> 
fill Engravings. Square 4to, complete in 12 large Volumes, 
or 36 small ones. 

" Habpib'b Stobt Books** can be obtahied complete In Twelve 
Volumes, bdund in blue and gold, each one containing Three Sto- 
ries, for $21 00, or in Thirty-six thin Volames* bound in crimscm and 
gold, each containing One Story, for $38 40. The volumes may be 
had separately— the large ones at $1 75 each, the others i|t 90 cents 
each. 

VOL. I. 

BRUNO; or, Lessons of Fidelity, Patience, and Self-De- 
nial Taught by a Dbg. 

WILLIE AND THE MORTGAGE : showing How 
Much may be Accomplished by a Boy. 

THE STRAIT GATE; or. The Rule of Exclusion from 

Heaven. 

VO L. XL 
THE LITTLE LOUVRE; or, The Boys' and Girls' 

Picture-GaUery. 
PRANK ; or. The Philosophy of Tricks and Mischief 
EMMA ; or, The Three Misfortunes of a Belle. 

VOL. in. 

VXRGINIA ; or, A little Light on a Very Dark Saying. 
TIMBOO AND JOLIBA ; or, The Art cf Being Useful. 

TIMBOO AND FANXnT; or. The Art of Self-Instruc- 
tion. 
VOL. IV. 

THE HARPER ESTABLISHMENT;, or, How the 

Story Books are Made. 

FRANKLIN, the Apprentice-Boy. 

THE STUDIO ; or. Illustrations of the Theory and Prac- 
tice of Drawing, for Young Artists at Home. 

VOL. V. 

THE STOR7 OF ANCIENT HISTOR7, from the 
Earliest Periods to the Fall of the Roman Empire. 

THE STORY OF ENGLISH HISTOR7, from the 
Earliest Periods to the American Revolution. 

THE STOR7 OF AMERICAN HI8TOR7, from 
the Earliest Settlement of the Country to the Establish- 
ment of the Federal Constitution. 
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VOL. VI. 

JOHN TRUE ; or, The Christian Experience of an Hon- 

e st B oy. 
ELFRED ; or, The Blind Boy and his Pictures. 

THE MI7SEUM; or, Curiosities Explained. 

VOL. VII. 

THE ENGINEER; or, How to Travel ii^the Woods. 
RAMBLES AMONG THE ALPS. 
THE THREE GOLD DOLLARS ; or. An Account of 
the Adventures of Bobin Green. 

VOL. vm. 

THE GIBRALTAR GALLER7: being an Account 
of various Things both Curious and Useful. 

THE ALCOVE: containing some Farther Account of 

Timboo, Mark, and Fanny. 
DIALOGUES for the Amusement and Instruction of 

Young Persons. 

VOL. IX. 

THE GREAT ELM ; or, Robin Green and Josiah Lane 

at School. 
AUNT MARGARET; or. How John True kept his 

R esolutions. 
VERNON ; or, Conversations about Old Times in England. 

VOL. X 

CARL AND JOCKO; or, The Adventures of the Little 

Italian Boy and his Monkey. 
LAPSTONE ; or, The Sailor turned Shoemaker. 
ORKNE7, THE PEACEMAKER; or, The Various 

Ways of Settling Disputes. 

VOL. XL 
JUDGE JUSTIN; or. The Little Court of Momingdale. 
MINIGO ; or. The Fairy of Caimstone Abbey. 
JASPER; or, The Spoiled Child Recovered. 

« VOL. XIL 

CONGO ; or, Jasper's Experience in Command. 

VTOLA and her Little Brother Amo. 

LITTLE PAUL ; or, How to be Patient in Sickness and 
Pain. 

Some of the Story Books are written particularly for girls, and 
some for Boys, aad the different Yolnmes are adapted to various 
ages, 80 that the work forms a Compute Library of Story Books for 
all the Children of the Family and the Sunday-School. 
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ABBOTTS' ILLUSTRATED HISTORIES. 

Biographical Histories. By Jacob Abbott and John S. 
C.Abbott. The Volumes of this Series are printed and 
bound nnifonnly, and are embellished with nomerons Engrav- 
ings. 16mo, Cloth, $1 20 per yolmne. Price of the set (32 
vols.), $38 40. . 

A series of yolnmes containing eeyerally ftill acconnts of the lives, 
characters, and exploits of the most distingaished sovereigns, po- 
tentates, and rulers that have been chiefly renowned among man- 
kind, in the various ages of the world, firom the earliest periods to 
the present day. 

The successive volumes of the series, though they each contain 
the life of a single individual, and constitute thus a distinct and in- 
dependent work, follow each other in the main, in regular historical 
order, and each one continues the general narrative of history down 
to the period at which the next volume takes up the story; so that 
the whole series presents to the reader a cxmnected narrative of the 
line of general history from the present age back to the remotest 
timea 

The narratives are intended to be succinct and comprehensive, and 
are written in a very plain and simple style. They are, however, not 
Juvenile in their character, nor intended exclusively for the young. 
The volumes are sufllclently large to allow each history to comprise 
all the leading facts in the life of the personage who is the subject 
of it, and thus to communicate all the information in respect to him 
which is necessary fur the purposes of the general reader. 

Such being the design and character of the works, they would 
seem to be specially adapted, not only for fkmily reading, but also 
for district, town, school, and Sunday-school libraries, as well as f^r 
text-books in literary seminaries. 

The plan of the series, and the manner in which the design has 
been carried out by the author in the execution of it, have been high- 
ly commended by the press* in all parts of the country. The whole 
series has been introduced into the school libraries of several of the 
largest and most influential states. 



Absauax Linoolm*8 Opinion ov Abbotts* Histobirs. — 'In a eon' 
venation with the President just before hie death, Mr. Lineotn eaid: **1 
toant to thank you and your brother for'AVboUtf aeries qf Histories. I 
have not education enough to appreciate the profound works of oolw- 
minous historians; and if I had, I have no time to read them. But 
your series of Histories gives me, in brief compass, just that knowledge 
cf past men and events which I need. I have read them with the grea^ 
est interest To them I am indebted for about dU the historical kwnsl- 
edge 1 have** 
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CYRUS THE GREAT. 
DARIUS THE GREAT. 



ALEXANDER TE(E GREAT. 

ROMULUS. 

HANNIBAL. 



JULIUS C2SSAR. 
CLEOPATRA. 

NERO. 

ALFRED THE GREAT. 

*V7ILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. 

RICHARD I. 

RICHARD n. 

RICHARD IIL 

MAR7 QUEEN OP SCOTS. 

QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

CHARLES L 

CHARLES II. 

JOSEPHINE. 

MARIA ANTOINETTE. 

MADAME ROLAND. 

HENR7 IV. 

PETER THE GREAT. 

GENGHIS KECAN. 



HERNANDO CORTEZ. 
MARGARET OF ANJOU. 



QUEEN HORTENSE. 

LOUIS zrv. 

LOUIS PHILIPPE. 
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THE LITTLE LEARNER SERIES. 

A Series for Yeiy Toang Children. Designed to Assist in 
the Earliest Development of the Mind of a Child, while under 
its Mother's Special Care, daring the first Five or Six Years 
of its Life. By Jacob Abbott. Beautifully lUostrated. 
Complete in 5 Small 4to Volumes, Cloth, 90 cents per VoL 
Price of the set, in case, $4 50. 



LXLAHNZNG TO TALK ; or. Entertaining and Instruct- 
iye Lessons in the Use of Language.' 170 Engravings. 

LEARinNG TO THINK : consisting of Easj and En- 
tei:taining Lessons, designed to Assist in the First Unfold- 
ing of the Reflective apd Beasoning Powers of Children. 
120 Engravings. 

LEARNING TO READ ; consisting of Easy and En- 
tertaining Lessons, designed to Assist Yonng Children in 
Studying the Forms of the Letters, and in beginning to 
Bead. 160 Engravings. 

LEARNING ABOUT COMMON TEONGS; or. 

Familiar Instruction for Children in respect to the Ob- 
jects around them that attract their Attention and awaken 
their Curiosity in the Earliest Tears of life. 120 En- 
gravings. 

LEARNING ABOUT RIGHT AND WRONG; or, 

Entertaining and Instructive Lessons for Young Children 
in respect to their Duty. 90 Engravings. 
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KINGS AND QUEENS. 

KINGS AND QUEENS; or, Life in the Palace: con- 
sisting of Historical Sketches of Josephine and Maria Lou- 
isa, Louis Philippe, Ferdinand of Austria, Nicholas, Isa- 
bella II., Leopold, Victoria, and Loois Napoleon. By 
John S. C. Abbott. With numerous lUnstrations. 12mo, 
aoth, $1 76. 



A SUMMER IK SCOTLAND. 

A SUMMER IN SCOTLAND : a Narrative of Ob- 
servations and Adventures made by the Author during a 
Summer spent among the Glens and Highlands in Scot- 
land. By John S. C. Abbott. Illustrated with En- 
gravings. 12mo, Cloth, $1 75. 



THE ROMANCE OF SPANISH HISTORY. 

THE ROMANCE OF SPANISH HISTORT. By 

John S. C. Abbott, Author of "The French Revolution,*' 
'*The History of Napoleon Bonaparte," &c With Illus- 
trations. 12mo, Cloth, $2 00. 



SCIENCE 
FOR THE YOUNG 



By JACOB ABBOTT. 



WITH ILLUSTRATIONS. 



HEAT. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 

LIGHT. 12mo, Qoth, $1 50. 

"WATER AND LAND. 12mo, C3oth, $1 50. 



Few men ei^oy a wider or better earned popnlarlty as a writer 
for the yonng than Jacob Abbott Hia series of histories, and sto- 
ries illostratiye of moral troths, have furnished amusement and in- 
strnction to thousands. He has the knack of piqning and gratifying 
cariosity. In the book before us he shows his happy facnlty of im- 
parting oseful Information through the medium of a pleasant nar- 
rative, keeping alive the interest of the young reader, and fixing in 
his memory valuable troths.— Ifereurj^, New Bedford, Mass. 

Jacob Abbott is almost the only writer in the English language 
who knows how to combine real amusement with real instraction 
in such a manner that the eager young readers are quite as much 
interested in the usefhl knowledge he imparts as in the story which 
he makes so pleasant a medium of instraction.— £u/a2o Commercial 
Advertiser, 

• • • Mr. Abbott has avoided the errors so common with writers 
for popular effect, that of durring over the difficulties of the subject 
through the desire of making it intelligible and attractive to un- 
learoed readers. He never tampers with the truth of science, nor 
attempts to dodge the solution of a knotty problem behind a cloud 
of plausible illustrations.— a: F. 2Vt&une. 



POPULAK HISTORIES 

BY ^ 

JOHN S. C. ABBOTT. 



HISTORY OF FREDERICK THE GREAT. 

The History of Frederick the Second, called Frederick the 
Great. By John S. C. Abbott. Elegantly Illustrated. 
8vo, Cloth, $5 00. 



THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

The French Reyolntion of 1789, as Viewed in the light of 
Republican Institutions.' By John S. C. Abbott. With 
100 Engravings. Svo, Cloth, $5 00. 



NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 

The History of Napoleon Bonaparte. By John S. C. Ab- 
bott. With Maps, Woodcuts, and Portraits on SteeL 
2 vols., Syo, Cloth, $10 00. 



NAPOLEON AT ST. HELENA. 

Napoleon at St. Helena ; or, Interesting Anecdotes and Re- 
markable Conversations of the Emperor during the Five 
and a Half Years of his Captivity. Collected from the 
Memorials of Las Casas, O'Meara, Montholon, Antom- 
marchi, and others. By John S. C. Abbott. With Il- 
lustrations. 8vo, Cloth, $5 00. 



By JOHN S. C. ABBOTT. 



• CHILD AT HOME. 

The Child at Home ; or, the Principlefl of Filial Daty famil- 
iarly Illustrated. By John S. C. Abbott. Woodcats. 
16mo, Qoth, $1 00. 

The dnties and trials pecnliar to the child are explained and 11- 
Instrated in this volnme in the same clear and attractive manner 
in which those of the mother are set forth in the " Mother at Home.** 
These two works may be considered as forming a complete manual 
of filial and maternal relations. 



MOTHER AT HOME. 

The Mother at Home ; or, the Principles of Maternal Duty 
familiarly Illustrated. By John S. C. Abbott. Engrav- 
ings. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 

This book treats of the important questions of maternal responsi- 
bility and authority ; of the difficulties which the mother will ex- 
perience, the errors to which she is liable, the methods and plans 
she should adopt ; of the religious instruction which she should 
impart, and of the results which she may reasonably hope will fol- 
low her faithfdl and persevering exertions. These subjects are 
illustrated with the felicity characteristic of all the productions of 
the author. 



PRACTICAL CHRISTIANITY. 

Practical Christianity. A Treatise specially designed for 
Young Men. By John S. C. Abbott. 16mo, Cloth, 
$100. 

It is characterised by the simplicity of style and appositeness of 
illustration which make a book easily read and readily understood. 
It is designed to instruct and interest young men in the effectual 
truths of Christianity. It comes down to their plane of thought, 
and, in a genial, conversational way, strives to lead them to a life 
of go61iaesfi.—W<Uehman and Re/lector. 

It abounds in wise and practical suggestions.— il^. K. Commercial 
AdverUaer. • 
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